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Once upon a time, needing rest and recreation, and desir- 
ing a snug retreat with some canny country folk in the 
mountains among the maple, birch and pine trees, I in- 
serted, in a few "hill-country" papers, a rimed Ad. sus- 
ceptible of two readings — one for the reader who runs, 
and one for the stroller, of my fashion, who feels that life 
is too short for hurry, and riches worthless on current 
terms — and received a rimed reply, also charged with two 
meanings, the ability to read the hidden one of which won 
me a prize of board and bed at Apple Meadow Farm for 
the rest of my life — gratis — with the gentle folk, about 
whom this little book gossips. — 
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TO*SUB: 

Dear Bub, I owe you much. I'm in your debt 
For board and bed and love— which, Heaven knows, 

The poet needed I — I do not forget 
My obligation for the sweet repose 

You gave my mind and heart from all the fret 
And worry of this life's pursuing foes. 

And in part payment from my poet-treasure 

I send this jewel, set in rime and measure. 

The stones, all genuine and fairly cut — 

I did the work myself, I do confess — 
Are not so perfect as they might be, but 

Will pass inspection at a pinch, I guess ; 
A few have tiny fissures filled with smut. 

Beyond the lapidary's art to dress 
Completely out, without too much detracting 
Prom other facets perfectly refracting. 

I hope 'twill strike your fancy. If so, you 
May hand it with my compliments to Jane. 

I'm working on another, which will do 
For Sis immensely — ^now, don't think me vain I 

All craftsmen praise their work, and I may, too^ 
'Tis really very pretty, and will gain 

In charm as it proceeds. And so, God bless you I 

I trust in what I've done naught will distress you. 



TO SIS: 



Dear Sis, if there be words, of form and sound 
And cunning sequence, potent to explore 

The mystery of mind in the profound 
And subtle labyrinth of being's core. 
And potent to translate the passion-lore 

Abounding there, and herald it to thee. 
Then words may learn and tell why I adore 
A thing of beauty and a joy, and be 

Fond messengers of love and greeting, here, from me. 



TOJANE: 



What I have "told on" thee, my pretty Jane, 
Needs no apology if 'twere a blunder ; 

Thou feelest, thinkest, actest on a plane 

Above the reach of slander — thou'rt a wonder I 

Too wise for pride, too pretty to be vain. 

Too honest to affect ; thou standst asunder 

From Mrs. Grundy's set I — beyond their power 

To soil thy bloom, thou perfect passion flower I 



Bub and Sid. 
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'Twas early summer, with its myriad charm, 
Up in the hills at Apple Meadow farm — 
Or, as the valley folk were wont to say, 

«'Ep tew the Widder Smith's"— the end of May. 
June was at hand, with all its promise gay 
Of budding things : of flower, shrub and vine. 
And sweet-wood tree : birch, maple, beech and pine ; 
And eke upon this rhythmic graft of mine-^ 
The flower of love. 

Dame Smith, and Bub, and Sis — or, once again 
To quote the native phrase and homely vein, 
"The Widder an* her twins" — were exercised 
Over the question, hitherto despised, 
Of taking summer boarders. Pro and con 
It had been argued, smiled and frowned upon 



Throughout a fortnight and still held the floor; 

The issue doubtful, with the Widow ''for", 

Sis ''neutral", Bub "against." The twins had come. 

With "blushing honors thick upon them", home 

From college recently — B. A.s brand new, 

In alpha-beta gammon versed way through 

To Omaha — of art and science full ; 

Able to grapple the dilemmic bull 

By either horn, or both, and neatly twist. 

With just a turn of the scholastic wrist. 

His head out of its sockets either way — 

They being ambidextrous, so to say. 

In the affirmative or negative — 

And put him bors de combat^ and then give 

Le coup de gr&ce. And Bub had led the Dame 

A wordy wild goose chase, wherein the game 

Seemed won yet still eluded her, until 

Sis took a hand to exercise her skill. 

And caught the goose. In other words, she won 

Bub to the Mother's view. How this was done 

I'll show at length a little farther on 

In his and her own words. I must preface 

Their dialog, dear reader, in this place. 

With interesting data that will grace 



It in your estimation. You should know ^ 

A bit about these worthies ere you go 

Into particulars with them ; and so, 

Let me proceed and, briefly as may be. 

Give you an inkling of this family tree 

Of the Smith genus — I might almost say 

Of the Smith genius; in a certain way 

It was that too. 'Twas that, indeed, which led 

Me to its shade, and there my fancy fed 

Till inspiration spun and wove the thread 

Of this gay story. 

The Widow Smith was gentle bom and bred — 
Of Hubton stock ; indeed, it may be said 
Of a ''first family" of Hubton— where 
First families are extra-first — and there, 
Or, rather, to be quite exact, we'll say 
Next door, at Harvard, on Commencement-day, 
She met her fate, her mate — 'twas love at sight— 
And married and eloped with him that night. 
Yes, Ladies, that she did i in spite of sneers 
Of Mrs. Grundy's set — and Mamma's tears, 
And Papa's swears, and all fraternal fears — 
And went upon a honeymoon, my dears. 






That sweetly rolled along through twenty years. 
And that's no fiction i 

If I were fictionizing I should do 

As other brutal scribes, and keep the two 

At arms' length for a while and, by degrees, 

Work them up closer, till, upon his knees, 

He offered heart and hand and all his goods 

And chattels, acres broad of fields and woods, 

Springs, rivers, lakes and — so forth ; but I'm not. 

This is " a story true," and I have got 

No option in the matter but to tell. 

With all the grace I can, just what befell 

My he- and she-roes — of whom I have, well. 

About a dozen. 

No one can be more sensible and keen 
To all the charming panoramic scene 
Of loving by-play long drawn out, than I ; 
The bud of passion, the first fragrant sigh 
Of pouting petals when the soft south-wind 
Comes dallying, and on till they have sinned ; 
The rose full-blown and, from the parent stem. 
Flown with the wanton breeze — and both of them 



Are blest supremely. Ah I I know the play, 
And will, at leisure, string it out that way — 
«<Some day, some day." 

This is a story true that may not halt 
For rime or reason, though they show a fault 
On every page, according to the rules 
Of all the medio-critics of the schools. 
If fault were here 'twas Smith's, of course ; for John 
Was what you ladies call *'a paragon" — 
In form and face and manners, dress and wit, 
And virile voice and magnetism — fit 
To turn the wisest woman's head and draw 
I Her heart towards him. When Lucretia saw 
Him rise to speak his piece, and heard his voice. 
Her eye and ear instanter made her choice 
Forever and for aye i This was the man 
In her mind's eye, Horatio, since began 
Unfolding in her brain the crimson bud 
Whose root is in the heart ; and, with a thud 
That set the rose abloom within her brain 
And heart aquiver with a pleasing pain, 
He leapt into her life. 



She sat <'up front", in focus and in range 

Of his discerning eye, and an exchange 

Of glances followed, which — Smith since averred- 

Fired his mind and lent his every word 

An orotundity that shook the hall 

Prom dome to cellar, and gave him the ''call" 

Upon the damsel. 



After the show John quickly sought her out 
And introduced himself, and in about 
An hour they were — theirs I One little hour 
Sufficed for him to pluck the finest flower 
Hubtoniae, and soon with hardihood 
Wear it away, making the proverb good : 
^'Truth's stranger than fiction". Of course Ma-ma 
Was broken hearted, and of course Pa-pa 
Sweard a blue streak that shockt the gentle air 
Of Back Bay's classic shades. But still the fair 
Lucretia, more than rich in her own right — 
And in John richer — flew w^ith him that night, 
After the parson had pronouncd them one. 
To Apple Meadows, where our tale begun ; 
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AVhere, after many years of wedded bliss. 
We find her widowed, with Bub and Sis 
Her only consolation. 

Set like a jewel in embracing hills 
<<The Meadows" lay, nourisht by brooks and rills 
Fresh from the wooded slopes, where beech and pine 
And birch and maple breathed an air divine — 
A dream of peace, a paradise apart 
Prom care and strife, albeit wealth and art 
Had lent their aid to beautify the place 
To fit it for the best of Adam's race : 
^•The Widder an' her twins." 

The house or, rather, villa was a rare 

Design for ''solid comfort," and most fair 

To look upon — the work of 'Creech and John ; 

And Bub and Sis had lately added on 

Some charming features : here and there a nook, 

Out of their minds and hearts, that helpt the look 

And holp the comfort. Never house had been 

The subject of such loving thought and . . . Tin ? 

It cost a fortune I and I have no doubt 

That when this little book has got about. 



The pretty world will to "The Meadows" run 
To see the sweetest house beneath the sun 
In old New England. 

Lucretia, now that her dear babes had come 

From school triumphant home, desired some 

Fine Company to keep the polish bright 

Of their young wits and manners. Her delight 

Was all to see them grow to form and strength 

Of man- and woman-hood. And now, at length, 

She hit on summer boarders, with intent 

To so direct the matter, so invent 

A plan of operations to secure 

For them good company, as to make sure 

Of her position and success. Again, 

She properly was just a little vain 

Of them and their possessions, which to show 

The Hubtonese would let her people know — 

Who had discarded her, and who had not 

Beheld her since her flight — the happy lot 

Fate had bestowed on her. The worthy Dame - 

Cherished such thoughts, I know, but her great aim 

Was the diversion of her darling twins 

And their improvement, knowing life begins 
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At close of school books and that '^company" 

Is its great lesson, and a <<high degree" 

Writ in the voice, face, manner — the ''address"- 

Enlarges life, makes more for happiness 

Than — things being equal — all diplomas in 

The gift of schools tatood on ass's skin 

In Greek or Latin! 

Over the breakfast-cups it was her wont 

To moot the question ; coffee seemed her font 

Of inspiration. It was only then 

Bub could be safely lectured, — only when. 

If ever, he was serious. Bub had 

Inherited from his lamented Dad, 

Besides his form and face and spirit bold. 

His love of deviltry, some seven-fold. 

And simply bad to cut up. Sis was, too. 

Full of the Old Nick, but she could subdue 

Him on occasion — keep him in restraint ; 

And had so oft she past for a sweet saint 

By force of discipline ; but he would peep 

In her most saintly glance, and lightly leap 

And make a dimple in her saintly smile ; 

And, in love-spats with Bub, sometimes beguile 



Her to a flight of fancy which her brain 

And all its saintly powers strove in vain 

To keep in touch with : oft an altitude 

Of fun was reacht where Old Nick would intrude 

On wings of mischief. 

Since summer boarders had become the theme 

Over the Mocha- Java and sweet cream, 

Sis sipt the golden brew with scarce a word 

Anent the matter — then was only heard 

In gentle protest, at Bub's ruthless way 

Of making fun of all the Dame could say 

In favor of the project. Tho' Sis knew, 

Prom little heart to heart talks, the Dame's view 

Was well considered, yet her maiden voice 

Had not been given, — tbey should make the choice 

For or against it. 

At her wits' end at length, the worthy Dame 
With motherly solicitude aflame, 
Over the golden brew began, in tears : 
''Habit is second nature. Now, my dears. 
At college you have mingled with a throng 
Of merry classmates, and the habit, long 
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Indulged, of social intercourse cannot 

Be broken off at once — upon the spot — 

Without reaction on both heart and mind, 

Paining the one, dears, and, I fear you'll find. 

Dulling the other. Now your minds, alert 

AVith exercise in learning and expert 

In use of it, are ready to take hold 

Of life in earnest. There's a saying old : 

'Home keeping youths have homely wits.' If true, 

And you stay home, the world must come to you 

With what you need of worldly fellowship : 

A varied company, the spur and whip 

Of conversation, and the life-events 

AVhich form the man or woman who contents 

The mind and heart to meet and live with — these 

You cannot do without. The art to please — 

Our friends, ourselves, to live content, at ease — 

In practice lies ; so let us have a few 

Nice, gentle folks — and children, one or two — 

With us this summer at the farm, and we 

AVill winter in the city. This to me 

Seems rational, my children : come, agree 

And have it settled I '' 



II 



'J^ 



^'Mother," cried Bub, ^' 'twould make a drudge of you. 
And slaves of Sis and me. It will not do ! 
You'd rub and scrub and bake and boil and roast 
Yourself to death. No, no, by — Caesar's ghost I 
AVe'll have no summer boarders. No sir-ee. ! — 
I beg your pardon, Mother — No ma'am-ee ! — 
Not for the world ! Why, Mother, you have not 
The slightest notion what a stuffy lot 
These summer boarders are! The million-aires 
Are bad enough ; but what of bi/Zio/z-airs ! 
The least of them have that many, I know. 
In classic speech, they're just < a holy show ' 
Of smug automata who buy and sell. 
Pinching their '4nnerds", outwardly to swell — 
Like peacock pluming front, with no conceit 
Of his absurd back view and ugly feet — 
And straddle by the streetful, up and down, 
AVithout a thought above a hat, or gown, 
Or gossip of the latest light event. 
And thinking, doing nothing, are content 
With nothing — but themselves ! — How do I know ? 
A man must travel — everywhere ; must go, 
And map, and chart, record and index all 
The things of earth he noteth, great and small. 

12 
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And hence it follows that while taking notes 
Along the earth (and sowing my wild oats) 
I strayed among these summer-boarder-goats, 
And being — as you will allow I am — 
A rather rugged though a gentle lamb. 
Was welcomed by the billy goats and nans 
To share their bill-boards and tomato cans. 
Stale newspapers, and dainty odds and ends 
Of gamey textile junk,, that recommends 
Itself on every gutter wind that blows^ 
The delectation of the goaty nose 
And goaty palate. I'm a cosmopole, 
And, though I loathe their messes from my soul. 
Did as the Romans did. Yes, I, alone. 
Have done this thing, incognito, unknown : 
But never in the wide world yet have two 
Such ^ Mary-little-lambs ' as Sis and you 
Got lost among them I Never heard of such 
A thing before I And I have traveled much ! — 
To — Hubton and. . . " Beyond was never heard. 
For Sis arose and briskly took the word : 
"New Jersey? — that is far I but in despite 
Of his great wisdom, Mother, you are right. 
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I'm sure 'twould be delightful every way, 
If— that's the sticking point — if only they 
Were gentle, pleasant people. There's the rub 
That makes me rather bear my ills with Bub, 
*Than fly to others that we know not of 
In taking summer boarders, Mother love. 
We'd risk too much for company, I fear ; 
Let us postpone the question for ... a year ! 
Of course," she added, <<Bubby, for your sake, 
Mother and I would gladly roast and bake, 
And keep the house in spick span order, if 
A gentle ladye fayre should come to sniff 
Our mountain air, we'd give her — gratis board." 
And iff'* drawled Bub, "we might entrap a lord 
Or other empty-titled-elegant- 
Broken-down-gentlemanly-mendicant, 
We'd nurse bim— gratis too !" 



**Oh surely, surely, Bubby I Happy thought !" 
Sis gayly cried, <<Out nets I He must be caught ! 
That wins the woman's vote i Mother and I, 
A clear majority of one, will try 
The new departure I The Domestic Party 
Of Apple Meadows now resolves to start a 
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Ca-ra-van-sa-ry i Moved : that a committee 
Of one — Bub Smith — proceed to Hubton city 
To get some extra things, and put an <ad' 
For 'Summer Boarders' in the Daily Fad — 
Which has the 'largest' circulation. Moved : 
That only lords and ladyes be approved. 
Moved, seconded and duly carried. We — 
The ayes have it ; a good ma-jor-i-tee ! 
Moved : that we make the vote unanimous, 
Mrs. Chairwoman; that the animus 
Of any opposition may ' appear 
Upon the record'. Mister Bub Smith here. 
Wears an expression very like a doubt. 
I move you. Madam, that he speak right out 
In meetin', hoilor bright, this very minit. 
And say if he be 'fer it' or 'agin it' 
On final ballot !" 

''Make it unanimous. I flop ! " Bub cried. 

••I'm with the party — solid on your side. 
I've had a sudden change of heart ! — 'Tis queer^ 
But, in the midst of your light banter, dear, 
I have grown serious, sad. Ah me ! Ah me i 
I could shed tears, if there were none to see 
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Me so unmanned. Mamma, I've instant need 

Of your good offices — I'm sad indeed I 

She's made a child of me i — Pray let me rest 

My head a moment on your loving breast 

For consolation — be again a boy. 

My baby cradle in your arms enjoy, — 

Ah, that is good ! — O blessed mother-love, 

Best of all loves of earth or heaven above; 

Against the world I will maintain it true. — 

My heaven is here ! — My goddess only you I— 

My angel, Sis ! — Thus pillowed I regain 

My wonted self — my empire of the brain. 

You touched my heart. Sis, so inflamed my blood, 

Which for a moment surged a burning flood 

Through every vein, that suddenly my head 

Grew hot — faint — light, then heavier than lead. — 

I'm better now. Thanks, Mother. I shall be 

A better man for this. Now, what were we 

Discussing ? — I remember. It is well. 

I'm with the party, never to rebel. 

I'll do your bidding, hie me at top speed 

And get the fixins ; only state your need 

At length in writing, and your orders give 

In terms of speech to man definitive ! 
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The ad • . • Dont write the ad ; leave that to me. 

Your duly constituted com-mit-tee. 

You might essay to write — or good or bad — 

A deathless lay. Sis, but a deathless ad I — 

AVhich at one stroke of diplomatic play, 

With subtle words, will keep the crowd at bay 

Without offence, and with approval draw 

Congenial spirits — turns upon a law 

Of jugglery in high linguistic art. 

That Bub Smith only hath, by head and heart — 

Both at your service ; and he will devise 

A verbal net to single out the prize. 

And lure him, her, or both, as ye elect. 

Into your gentle clutches to inspect 

At your convenience — hold them fast till ye 

Decide to keep 'em or to set 'em free. 

.So, write your list and leave the ad to me. " — 

But Sis demurred: <^ Nay, Madam, I object ! 

That twinkle in his eye makes me suspect 

Bub means us mischief. Heaven only knows 

What he can do i but the conviction grows 

In my twin heart — that reads his like a book 

Whene'er it condescends to take a look, 



17 



AVhich is not often, for his is so bad, 

The view so shocking, it makes mine, so sad!- 

That we shall rue it, if he write the ad. 

I do suspect that meek, complacent smile 

To be a thin veneer, a smirk of guile. 

Our project likes him not. His vote, <agin it', 

Was most emphatic ; yet, within a minit. 

He veers about and offers heart and head. 

With all their wealth of resources, to stead 

Our proposition and our plans in all 

Substantial ways and means. I do recall 

My motion to appoint him * com-mit-tee,' 

And move that office now devolve on me. 

I am his peer, as able-r- save to hatch 

And foster mischief, there he has no match — 

As able ? abler for this work I and I, 

Madam, with your consent and aid, will try. 

We want a lady. Think you that this man. 

This genius of a mischief, ever can 

Suppress himself enough in an address 

To a fine woman, seemly to express 

AVhat we have taught him of true gentleness ? 

Preposterous ! Methinks I see the sweet. 

Dear creature I've in mind and long to greet 
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And cherish here this summer — and may be 

Forever afterward — methinks I see 

Her with the ' Morning Fad.' Her nostril fine 

Dilates and quivers at each subtle line 

Of Bub's hypnotic ad ; her startled eye 

Averted reads, while all her senses try 

To break the spell his artful sequence weaves 

About her fluttering heart ; her bosom heaves 

With strange emotions — pleasure, pain and shame. 

That breathe in sighs and paint her face aflame ! 

And just as she is struggling hard to scream. 

As in a nightmare of a hateful dream, 

The screed is done. The paper falls. She rends 

It into fragments!" — <<Then", laughed Bub, <<she mends 

And pastes them in her scrap-book, and thus ends 

Her perturbation. Sissie, you're a goose ! 

In your dear little head a screw is loose 

Among the little 'weels' that run your heart ; 

They've slipt a cog or two and spoilt your part. 

And consequently you are out of joint 

In cerebration, and I miss the point 

Of your remarks. Your sun of reason sinks 

In twilight gloom ! Madam, from what she shrinks 

Is her imagination, which, me thinks. 
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Is hardly to be trusted. I've at stake 
Your happiness and hers, and I must take 
Due care and caution for each precious sake. 
To say naught of my own ; and yet my own 
So inextricably with both has grown, 
I must regard it too ; and thus is shown 
How safe is your committee. Have no fear. 
Whatever course I take, that I shall steer 
My ship upon the breakers. I'll keep clear 
Of Scylla and Charybdis. I've a chart — 
Soundings and surveys by a mind and heart 
Endowed by Nature and enskilled by Art — 
To pilot me along through darkest day 
And darker night. And fear not I will play 
The gentleman of fortune — oh, nay, nay I 
I'll hail all civiUy ; and if the 'Sweet 
Dear creature Fve in mind and long to greet 
And cherish here this summer' I should meet, 
I will allure her with a homing song 
Aboard my yatchet — which would not be wrongs 
If she were willing — and bring her along 
To Apple Meadows. But to leave the ship — 
And, as begun by you, to make our trip 
On terra firma — I will backward skip 



20 



To your remarks. Suppose this paragon, 

As you depicture her, should stumble on 

The Daily Fad — and just the fatal one 

In which the little ad I shall compose, 

According to my mood, in verse or prose — 

Should happen to be printed ; and suppose 

Your paragon should chance upon my < screed'. 

Its 'subtle lines' all at one sitting read ! 

Their 'artful sequence', Sis, would simply lead 

Her to this house, a sisterly embrace, 

A mother's heart, a - - brother's care, and grace 

At once our lives, our home, and bless the place !" 

''You dear old Bub!" she cried, red as a rose. 
And on his manly buzzum hid her nose 
And sniffled tenderly: ''Suppose — suppose — '* 

*'I wont," he interrupted ; "stop your fuss ! 
Prepare your list. I mean to catch the 'bus 
That passes in . . . just forty minutes ! Haste ! 
I'll dress meanwhile, for I've no time to waste 
I hold with Hamlet, both at work and play, 

'There's no to-morrow', time is but to-day ! 
My motto is — despatch ! So hurry. Sis !" 
And with a brotherly embrace and kiss. 
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He rather roughly pushed the loving thing, 
Who seemed to have no task now but to cling 
About his neck, away from him into 
A self-supporting posture. "Hurry, do !'* — 
"We must adjourn the meeting. Bub !''— **Oh, fudge !" 
And when 'twas done, the madcap wouldn't budge 
From her re-pose upon him — only when 
The Dame protested gently ; even then 
Reluctantly she let him go. "I s'pose 
I got to, sonny ! but, sir, I propose 
To see you to the village — that I do ! 
I have a lot of things to say to you, 
That you must hear before I trust my fate 
In such green hands." — "But, Sis, it is too late ! 
You've wasted so much time already, I 
Shall miss the train." — "Ah ! Bubby, that was why 
I made believe to love you ; that was art, 
And not, as you imagined fondly, heart. 
Deceiving you was pleasant, too. You are 
Such a dear, handsome fellow ! I declare 
If I could find another like you, he 
Might woo and win to-day and marry me — 
To-morrow ! — Yes, tomorrowj for I know 
The risk I'd run of losing such a beau — 



22 



The risk of losing you ! But why this speed ? 
What prompts your hasty action ? — What, indeed ! 
What hath so suddenly evolved in the 
Supreme cerebral ganglia which we 
Against us had but now, that now they sweat 
In our behalf, and make you chafe and fret 
To be about the business ? Well . . . I . . . guess 
You've ample time to catch the train. Go dress. 
1*11 drive you down myself, therefore array 
Yourself becomingly.** — Bub ran away 
Up three stairs at a jump, drest in a trice. 
His habit — by Polonius' advice — 
<<Rich but not gaudy," and was back, before 
Sis or the dog-cart, at the carriage-door. 
He called to her : *' Come, come, we shall be late ! 
On the way down we'll get your hat on straight 
And preen your feathers ! *' 

"I*m coming! — coming ! " — and Sis fluttered down 
Both gay and gaudy in new hat and gown. 
Bub was bewildered — and suspicious, too — 
He stared and mumbled : <*Well 1 I wonder who . . . " 
Then loud : "Why, Sis-ter ! Why this regal dress ? 
Oh, why is all this — thusly gorgeousness ! " 
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••Why, Sir, to thrill the village beaux ! "— "Alas ! 
How they will suffer 1 If old Jim should pass 
You in that rig, he'd simply suicide 
Upon the spot. He has already died 
A thousand deaths for you, Miss. Aint it time 
To call a halt — reform this sort o' crime ? 
You girls in pillow-slips are fair enough. 
But featherd out in all this dainty stuff. 
You're maddening, I say ! — Give me a kiss : 
I need refreshments when I talk like this — 
I say it's maddening! — Another please, 
I must insist, if I'm to talk vrith ease . . . 
There ! All aboard 1 Now then, to catch that train,. 
The Hubton Flyer. I'll be back again, 
Mrs. Chairwoman, and report to you 
To-morrow morning. Au revoir! *' He threw 
Her handfuls of gay kisses as they sped 
Away, into the Piney Grove that led 
Down from the mountain like a great, green wedge 
Into the valley, with its pointed edge 
Close to the villa, a romantic freak 
Of landscape gardening that Nature eke 
Had done herself < to try her canny hand ' 
At making contrasts when this spot she planned ; 
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In which Bub's sire, feeling that he owed 

A debt of art to her, laid out a road, 

AVinding up through it from the narrow edge 

Near which the villa lay, to a broad ledge 

AVhere ran the county pike o'er the divide 

Between the waters north and south, and — died ! 

With the great work of art half done. Alas ! 

But Bub religiously brought it to pass 

At great pains and expense ; a work of love — 

Of nature, art and the good man above — 

Broad, smooth and hard, ''best in the State," they say: 

Where it remaineth even to this day 

And generation. 

••Where is your list of things. Sis ? "— ''Oh, dear me, 

I hadn't time to write a thing ! Let's see. 

Give me your book and pencil." What she wrote 

Was "strictly private", so we cannot quote 

A word of it. Of course we understand 
'Twas mostly dainties — linen, glassware and 

About a ton of bonbons, Gniits glacis — 

N6cessit6s de femmej ouij tout k fait! 
«<There, Mr. Bubbus, that is all we'll need 

If ladies are in question; and, indeed, 
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The ladies only are, so far as I 

Consent ; no 'man and beast' need here apply 

For 'entertainment.' " 

''Sis, you're a fraud I You know you simply can 
Not get along without some sort o' man 
To dance attendance with soft flatteries 
Of all your charms and little coquetries 
Of dress and manner. I shall make the ad 
Cover your needs ; and oh I I shall be glad 
To be releast from duty for a while. 
It is an awful strain to have to smile, 
And nod, and find just the right thing to say 
To please your vanities day after day. 
I must have help, if not a total rest." 
For which mean speech the rascal was caresst 
Exquisitely. Sis looked at him and laid 
Her cheek against his shoulder. " I'm afraid 
You'll spoil that precious bonnet, Miss. — Take care ! 
You'll get it crooked sure, and muss your hair 
^Vith all that snoozlin'. Why, if you take on 
Like this with me, what will you do when John, 
Or Tom, or Dick, or Harry comes to woo ? " 

''Well, Master Bub, if he be sweet as you, 
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And love me half as well and be as true, 
I don't know what I would — or wouldn't do ! " 
"Well, I know. Sis ; you'd drive the man a-way — 
Out of his mind ! — only a twin could stay 
And stand the strain of your affection. Why — 
But here's the train ! Good-bye, sweetheart. Good-bye I 
I'll finish later!" 

The Rubicon was past. Bub stood within 

The mighty city. Heavens, what a din I 

In other days he liked it ; but, somehow, 

It seemed a horrid Babel to him now. 

With ear adjusted to bucolic lays — 

To music, Zephyr in the pine-top plays; 

To sky-lark's welcome when Sol comes in view; 

To chant of whip-poor-will, to owl's hoo ! hoo ! 

To little wood-folks, piping cheerily 

The whole night-long, the day-long, merrily — 

To these attuned and sounds akin to these, 

The hum of cent-per-cent now failed to please 

His thin tympanic membrane, so to speak : 

He felt it straining — feared that it would break ; 

And bustled round and executed the 

Duties of the aforesaid committee 

In lively order. 
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The **extra things" were duly bought and shipt. 

The inner man refresht, the waiter tipt. 

The board supplied with paper, pens and ink. 

Cigars and — other needful helps to think — 

And the committee, feeling out o' sight, 

Lit up a weed and braced itself to write 

A fetching ad — a piece of bric-&-brac 

For connaisseurs, who'd spy in every crack 

A charm and value and be, haply, led 

To seek at once the ^^Gratis, Board and Bed 

This Summer'* that it promised. Thus it read 

In jolly rimers : 

'^'Mother and Sis and I live, wild and free, 
Up in the mountains. Country-folk are we ; 
A bit old-fashioned, may be, but in touch 
Enough with modem life to share in much 
Of its improvement. Fairly well-to-do. 
We've gathered of its luxuries a few. 
And of its charming vices one or two. 
But life up here is just a trifle slow ; 
V^e pine for company a bit, and so 
This is an advertisement for a guest, 
Or summer boarder, if you like that best. 
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We want a gentle man or gentle woman, 

Both at a pinch, and children — if they're human — 

To share our home, our hearts, our mountain air. 

And incidentally our bill of fare. 

For a consideration, which shall be . . . 

Only the pleasure of good company. 

We ask no further compensation ; — still. 

If dying rich, you leave a codicil 

Bequeathing us a million, why — we will 

Make no contestion. 

We are, respectively : a widow — fair. 

Fat and forty-odd, mats dibonnaire; 

An only daughter and an only son — 

Twins : Sis and Bub, both up to snuff and fun. 

Sis is a Vassar feller. Her degrees — 

Away up somewhere in the A. B. C's — 

Are of the highest order, up to date 

In everything — her 'larnin's' something great I 

And yet, she lugs it round without a trace 

Of conscious greatness on her modest face. 

She's gentle, sympathetic, most refined, 

Most wise, most pulchritu — well, to my mind, 

Most everything to fit a woman-kind 
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Par excellence^ to play the piquant role 
Oi petite £lle de service. Bub, a droll 
Just out of college too, and graced with all 
'Degrees' — in boxing, rowing and foot-ball — 
Will play le gargon at your beck and call 
About the house — which latter, by the by, 
Will simply ravish your artistic eye I 
Its pretty chambers, fronting every way. 
East, west, north, south, with windows — each a bay- 
And portico, afford a rare display 
Of mountain scenery on every hand 
Beyond the farm of undulating land ; 
Between which and the hills a splendid stream, 
Now foaming wild, now placid as a dream. 
Invites the angler or the angleress 
To rippling pool, or quiet, dark recess. 
To cast for trout with promise of success. 
And then our woods I We have the biggest trees 
This side of— California, if you please ; 
Our pines, especially, support the sky I 
You'll need your scopyscope — the naked eye 
V^ont do at all to size 'em up I and — thick ? 
In spots 'tis night at mid-day — Stop me I quick ! I 
Ah — thank you ! thank you I 
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petite fille de service. 



We can, of course, here mention but a fraction 
Of all the things that make up our attraction. 
Yet one thing more, and most important, too : 
We're cooks I You laugh — <ha I ha !' but it is true« 
Our bread is edible I Our coffee — whew I 
< Twill go straight to your — heart, and render you 
Our slave forever (which is, by the way. 
Our secret purpose). Eggs — eggs ! Well, to say 
Our ducks, geese, chickies, guineas, turkeys, lay 
Their treasures at your feet, fresh every day. 
Were scarce hyperbole. In serving these 
We pique ourselves especially to please 
At once the eye and put the taste at ease ; 
Je vous lejure, de faqon toute exquise! 
Our milk and cream and fragrant butter are 
Indigenous of course, our special care. 
Tout J en un moU our summer bill of fare 
Though modest — like 'ourself ' — is something rare. 
That you may have the happiness to share 
In its enjoyment is our earnest prayer. — 

Amen ! 

Now, finally, in the doxology, 
A word of caution (and apology, 
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'Whexi I Ittve said it) fsr €Mir timtnail 
It would be sad to be vntmrndlmstaod 
Tbcfcfere I said in the ezordiiiin 
IVe vrould accept no 



Is ^Sitbj lucre"— 'root of evil*— 'pclL* 

WcWc laid a lot of that oo a hicli sbdff 

Afaisist a raisjr d^ — an ample stme 

To stop all leaks, however hard it poor. 

IVe vrant your piecioas self^~ or sehres, no more. 

IVe vrant to love yon, diensh yon — may be 

To marry yoo ! God only kncyws mrfaat ^ve 

Jlfaj^ irant to do, if yon be he or she 

IVe have in mind ! ITe can*t afford to make 

The slicbtest error, jou the least mistake. 

With all the possibilities in view. 

Yoo most be wise and leamM, good and true. 

And fiairly joUy and — good-looking, too ! 

If you are all these things, come on, yoa*ll do I 

We dote on pretty children, love their pranks; 

If good, I spoil ; if bad. Sis gently spanks 

Them into shape. Have you a pretty one ? 

Fetch it, by all means, do ! If you have none. 

Borrow your neighbor's ! Sis and I agree 

To spoil it just the same, and guarantee 
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To spoil you too, if fun and kindness can, 
Fair gentle woman or brave gentle man. 
En YoUk assez — trop! My ad is done. 
Address, Bub Smith, Fad Office. — Just for fun ! 
And have a frolic !" 

Bub read what he had written, here and there 

Changing a word or phrase. ''It's pretty fair," 

He mused aloud, ''and, Sissie, ought to catch 

Your 'gentle ladye' ! — and my knight to match 

Your condescension and, I think, your need. 

You're spoiling for a beau — you are indeed ! 

And you shall have one. Yes, this valentine 

Composed by me — and these good friends of mine — 

Will yield a dozen at the least, my pet ! 

Be of good cheer, you may be happy yet. 

In spite of your perversity. Sweet Sis ! 

How shockt you'd be to hear this talk! Well, miss,. 

I will do penance for it half a year 

In sackcloth and in ashes. — Ah, I fear 

That bottle was too much ; I fear this rime 

Is not quite sober, — Well, I haven't time 

To doctor it, and nothing is so 'flat, 

Stale and unprofitable' as verses that 
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Have lost their spirit in a wish-wash bath 
Of bromo-seltzer. Bah ! It stirs my wrath 1 
But has it too much spirit? 'I don't think !' 
I can't see why the women-folk should shrink 
From what I like. True, they are supcr-Gne — 
To look upon, and Sis Smith is divine ! 
Angelic, too, in spirit. Some fine day 
She'll sprout a pair of wings and fly away — 
But only to the little Heaven she'll make 
For some fine fellow. There'll be no mistake 
About her choice. She wouldn't wed a king 
Who was not first a MAN in everything ! — 
I must go home. I'll catch that through express. 
The midnight flyer. This will go, I guess." 
Bub sighed, arose and hastened to the Fad, 
Paid out a fortune and past in his ad, 
Drove to the Union Station, caught the train, 
And at the break of day was home again 
With Sis and Mother. 

Meanwhile, I shall by virtue of my art — 
Or vice, an' it so please ye — play the part 
Of spy at the Fad Office. I opine 
Something will happen there to-night, in line 
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And touch with Bub's advertisement, that ought 

To be observed by me, and duly brought 

To your attention. Oh, there's nothing wrong 

In our eavesdropping, reader ! Come along! 

You shall not be embarrassed, you may rest 

Assured of that, for in my SSogelnefl 

I'm totally invisible, and you, 

For a ''consideration," may be, too. 

The way is through my pocket. Any one 

Crossing my palm with coin may see the fun 

That's going on around me night and day — 

And there is lots of it — you'll find it pay ! 

Ah, thanks I Now you are one of — me ; that coin 

Amalgamates us. Nothing can disjoin 

Us but the critic's magic. Follow me, 

And all unseen, we'll see — what we shall see, 

At the Fad Office. 

First to the advertisement room we'll flit 
And see Bub's ad and how they edit it. 
The foreman, as we saunter in, cries out — 
Or to be more exact, yells up the spout 
Or speaking tube : "I got a thing down here, 
A lot of rimin' rot that can't appear 
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To-night for want of time and lack of space 

In my department ! Dont think it's my place 

To edit the dam thing I It dont belong 

Among the ads at all I It's a mile long 

If it's an inch I — 'What is it ?' — Pon my soul, 

I dont knovTy Hal ! a measly rigmarole 

About a 'Summer Boarder/ signed — <Bub Smith'. 

No time to read it — can't you help me with 

The blooming thing ? Would take me the whole night. . . 

What ?— 'Send it up ?'— You'll 'fix the thing' ?— All right i 

I'll send it up at once. You're out o' sight I 

I'll 'set 'em up', Hal!" 

Reader, there's no escape ; you must go, too. 
Right up that spout with me and find out who 
That most obliging*fellow is. Here goes I 
'Twill be a squeeze, and muss our pretty clothes ; 
But, never mind, 'twill pay to know this "Hal" — 
Why, as I live! it's Harold Grimes, Bub's pal 
At Harvard ! — Ah, ha ! — Now we understand 
Why he so promptly lent a helping hand 
To fix that rigmarole. Hal, at that name. 
Was all agog to learn the little game 
That Bub was up to. Now he's reading it — 
Dont seem to like it — doesn't laugh a bit. 
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But you dont know him. Harold seldom laughs, 

And never frowns. Altho' he jokes and chaffs 

Almost as much as Bub, you cannot trace 

His feelings in the working of his face. 

Ha ! what's up now? He's talking at the 'phone : — 

"Is that you, Jane ? Well, dear, I'm all alone 
Here, at my office, working like a Turk, 
And have this moment got in some new work 
Of a peculiar character that you 
Must help me with — that you can better do 
l^han I can, Jane ! — an article in rime 
That must go in to-night. — No 'other time' 
Will do at all — No, this 'thing' cannot wait I 
You must come in and edit it. Your fate 
Depends upon it ! — Mine! — the fate of them 

(No, dear, I couldn't 'jest' at one a.m.). 
Of them we love subconsciously ; the sweet 
©eelettDertDanbten whom we yearn to meet 
And love and cherish in the flesh — concrete. 
You must come in and greet them. They are here 
In spirit, waiting to embrace you, dear. 
You'll find my mobil waiting at the door. 
Fail me, and I'll forgive you — nevermore ! 
•Quoth the raven'." 
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^Vhile Jane is mobilizing on her way 
To join her brother Harold, we will say 
A word about the Grimeses, for they play 
First fiddles in our story. Old Grimes pere, 
Is a great scholar; 'old Grimes £ls et 6-ere, 
Is a great critic ; Jane Grimes, £lle et soeur, 
Is a great genius I Only seventeen, 
And editress of Blank-blank's Magazine I 
The high and mighty Juggernaut review 
That once a month runs down and cuts into 
Poor chaps like me who fall down in its road, 
Half mad with hope 'twill prove a gracious load 
And that they shall survive and honored rise 
Amid the plaudits of the good and wise 
Of our cult. Her Papa is high priest 
And owns the idol, worth in tithes at least 
Some thousands yearly. Once upon a time 
She had from me an article in rime, 
And thus responded : 

'Put it in prose, Sir I Stories told in rime 
Are seldom worth the paper, ink and time 
It takes to write and read them. Rime cannot 
With modem scenes and people fit your plot. 
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Rime is an ancient fashion, had its day — 
With giants, dwarfs and fairies past away. 
And he who decks his characters in it. 
However fine the stuff and neat the fit. 
Shall see the vulgar hoot, the learned smile 
At Cent-per-cent and Science in this style 
Of namby-pamby, clap-trap elegance 
Stalking about, quite out of countenance. 
The storied language of the hero's day. 
That made the sing-song of the minstrel's lay, 
When life was primitive and people beard. 
Not ready the printed couplets pounding word, 
Was comme il fautj but wretched ding-a-dong 
In our time. Your rime, Sir, is too long, 
Too thin, too stiff, too — everything that's wrong 
For publication in Blank-blank's Review 1 
Put it in prose, dear Sir, I beg of you, 
And let me see it." 

I was enchanted ! Such a long reply — 
In rime, too, mind you — could but testify 
To my advantage. She was trying me, 
Putting me through my paces, just to see 
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V^hat I was made of. Well, she soon found out — 

Saw Cent-per-cent and Science knock about 

In rime and measure of my cut and fit. 

And smite the learned smile and vulgar wit 

Of literary vaudeville, 'till she 

Capitulated, took it back, and we 

Are best of friends now in all sorts of rime — 

Ah, there she blows I Ho, for a breezy time I 

She bursts in like a storm ; she doesn't fear 

What people think. Now, stand up close and hear 

Hypatia sputter I 

"Where is he, Harold Grimes? — Show me my * fate ' ! 
I challenge him this second ! nor await 
The slow unfolding of a minute's date ! 
My heart will strain and break in that long span. 
Appear I Confront me in that form who can, 
And conquer and possess me I Where's my man ? " 

"Here, read this, Jane. Here, cleverly concealed 
From vulgar eye, to you the man's revealed 
In all but flesh and blood. He has appealed 
Directly, Jane, to you. He knows you, dear. 
Better than I, strange as it may appear. 
I do confess, in much I find you queer — 

40 



In some respects inscrutable ; but be 
Can read you like a book ; he is the key 
To your love-lock — your sacred mystery. 
He is your double 1 " 

<*Now, bless you, Brother Hal, if this be true; 
I do so want my mate 1 But how can you, 
Who fail to con me, read bim through and through ? 
If he my double be, then doubly deep 
Must be the depth and doubly broad the sweep 
Of his man-comprehension, high and steep 
The mountains of his mind. How survey these 
As you affect to do with so much ease 
And fail to scan me ? Nay, nay. Brother mine, 
'Tis not your brain that doth this man divine 1 
It is your heart that loves, and would incline 
My heart to love him too ; but my fond heart 
Is my brain's servant and will wait, apart. 
Upon instruction. Let me see .... an ... . Ad 1 
And by Bub Smitb!— Oh Hal ! I am so glad I 
I'm half in love with bim — and wholly mad 
At you Hal Grimes I You should have 'phoned me this — 
I'll have to bite you I " — A fierce hug and kiss 
Appeased her. — (Musing): ''Nicknames, <Bub' and 'Sis'- 
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'Both up to snuff and fun' — that's just too cute I 
'Up somewhere in the A. B. C's ' — the brute I 
Poor Sis I She'll bite him hard for that, sans doutet 
I'd like to see that house. . . .I'm half inclined 

To answer this myself I will! Viy mind 

Bids my heart do it — and I'll write so blind 

They'll never guess who's coming, 'till I stand 

Before their eyes — within the promist land I 

Hal, I believe you — my fate is at hand I 

You'll help Pa with next issue. All is done 

For this one save a poem. Quote this one, 

And I'll review it I Oh, 'twill just be fun ! 

I'll cut Bub Smith to mince-meat 1 That will I ! 

And spice him to my taste and make a pie 

Of the dear boy and eat him up I Oh, my I 

But there is trouble brewing for that man!" — 

You'll need Corinne, Jane, to perfect your plan ; 

They 'dote on pretty children' — no one can 

Be prettier and sweeter. As for you. 

You are most 'wise' and 'learned', 'good' and 'true'^ 

And not bad looking — in a pinch you'll do. 

Sis is Bub's standard, and she's wondrous fair 1 

He will, of course, your charms with hers compare 

And. . .if — "Hush, Sir, you fill me with despair ! 
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Is he her twin in beauty ? " — "I dont know, 

I have not seen her, Jane ; but I think so — 

He's more than handsome I " — "Well, I . . . shall not go I 

For once you see me cowardly — Oh, Hal, 

I dare not face him !'' — ''Jane, you dare ! You shall I 

No one on earth's your equal ! My old pal 

Will tumble down and worship you at sight 1 

He is a genius, too, Jane, though not quite 

Up to your mark. We'll wire him to-night — 

That is, this morning. It will be a race 

Of hundreds, at an awful rapid pace ; 

But you have got the mettle, speed and grace 

To win against the world !" 

"Win what, my brother? " — "Why, a welcome, dear, 
To Apple Meadow Farm, from a most queer 
But splendid f. . .amily. You've heard me tell 
A thousand times about h. . . 'em, and know well 
It is a welcome to the sweetest nest 
In all New England — by the loveliest 
Of hostesses, to say naught of the host. 
Of whom, however, you will say the most 
When you return." — "When ... I ... re - - turn. Ah me I 
In silence one return I must foresee, 
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Which is so sad — . Alas I I . . . love the knave I 

And fain would go - - - - I WILL ! — I will be brave I 

Convention to the winds I My brain and heart 

Are all my law — I'm ready to depart I — 

Now for my answer. I will write the scamp 

According to his nonsense and decamp 

Upon the instant, hie me home, and leap 

In bed again for forty winks, to keep 

The speculative goblinhobs at bay, 

Until my cheery servant, Peep o' Day, 

With a wee cup of coffee clears away 

Such gruesome gentry. So then, to the deed ! 

First to fix this, that he who runs may read, 

And get it to the typos with all speed ; 

Then write my answer while they work, and next 

Correct the proofs, for, oh ! he will be vexed 

If we do not improve upon his text. 

I know these rimers ; hardly one in ten 

Can spell or punctuate, and bless us when 

Their friends detect a flaw. Give me a pen, 

A Fountain filled with — inspiration, and 

Thy prayers and blessings ; for, behold, I stand 

Upon the mom of parting for a land 
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Where dwells a giant hedged about with snares 
And pits to catch a maiden unawares, 
As witness this one which the monster dares 
Set at my threshhold." — Reading as she spoke» 
She dotted i's, crosst t's, and gave a stroke 
To doubtful words, with here and there a poke 
At phrases too risqu6es to suit her chaste 
Sense of propriety and perfect taste ; 
But not a red corpuscle went to waste 
Beneath her pen. She even nipt the length, 
Opining that its meaning, point and strength 
Were thus improved. Hal to the printer sent 
It on its way rejoicing. Jane then bent 
To write her telegram. The growing flush 
Upon her face had deepened to a blush 
When it was done. Hal read it with half grim 
And half approving smile : ** 'Twill do for izim," 
He simply said, *<I'll send it off for you — " 
<<And, brother Hal I what ever else you do 
Be sure of my italics. I desire 
As much to be admired as admire 
For points in writing, or in anything 
Worth doing. Admiration is the spring 
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Of love in art and nature ! With my art 
I would attract his mind, and win his heart 
With native powers. 

We shift the scene. — We said Bub caught the train, 

And at the break of day was home again. 

Sis was expecting him. She knew his way 

Of getting out of trouble ; that his stay 

Would be a short one ; that he couldn't live 

Out of her company, and wouldn't give 

An hour of her presence for a year 

Away from her, with all the world holds dear. 

She screamed her welcome: <<Oh, you dear, old Bub ! 

I knew you couldn't stay long at the Hub, 

Without your little* twin to cheer you up. 

I knew you'd come this train, and made a cup 

Of daybreak coffee, for 'tis chilly here ; 

And it and I will warm you — there, you dear 1 

Now try my coffee." Ah, but it was sweet — 

Her — rolls and coffee were indeed a treat 



*Dear reader, let it here be understood, 
And once for all, this queen of maiden-hood 
Was five feet ten — two inches short of Bub. 
He called her "little," yes, by way of snub, 
A bit of irony of biting force; 
Because, when little, she was big of course! 
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There in the dawn. <<Now tell me, Master Bub, 
About your wild adventures at the Hub. 

(That rime again ; but I'm obliged to write 

Just what she said !) I lay awake all night 

Thinking about you — and that wretched ad I 

Oh, Bub, I am afraid you made a bad 

Mistake in writing it yourself; you know 

Your weakness with the pen — the lengths you go 

When under headway in a riming fit I 

You don't know where to stop — you should have writ 

The thing in prose. Oh Bub, I hope you did . . . 

Not . . . say a word of me ?" Again she hid 

Her modest face, all blushing rosy red. 

Upon his shoulder. <<Sis," he gravely said, 

**l wrote the thing in rime, of course, last night 
At twelve o'clock I and now, in broad daylight, 
I dread to think on'tl Oh, I've made a mess, 
Without a doubt : and as to you, I — gudss 
I should have made it prose ; but, somehow I 
Just couldn't do it that way. Don't — don't cry ! 
I'm awful sorry, dear. I'll telegraph 
And have it stopped." She burst out in a laugh 
That startled him : '•Too late— it is too late I 
Our copy's on the way. We'll laugh at fate 



47 



And make the best o't I Have another cup 

Of coffee, Bubby. Mother's getting up ; 

I hear her stirring. There, don't look so blue, 

You frighten me!" — "Well, Sis, some women do 

Just frighten me, and one of them is you ! 

You take on so, about that wretched ad, 

You make me hate myself — I feel so bad. 

To think I've gone and done it in a rime. 

My work takes on the aspect of a crime I 

And just as you have wrought me to a pitch 

Of poignant misery, the like of which 

I never dreamed of, you, all in a wink. 

Burst out a laughing ! Sis, what must I think 

Of such queer conduct?" — "Bub dear, I'll explain — 

All in due time and s.eason." And again 

Her face was flushing crimson ; but her eyes. 

Glowing with iridescent rainbow dyes. 

Looked bravely into his. — A moment so 

She stood transfigured : then the heavenly glow 

Past from her lovely orbs, and those bright spheres 

Saddened and droopt and slowly filled with tears. 

Bub stared at her and, wondering, went out 

Into the woodshed, and there poked about 
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In a hap-hazard manner at his chores, 
Neglected for a day. — <<That girl adores 
Somebody I " suddenly flashed through his brain. 
Its bolt crashed in his heart — and Bub knew pain 
For the first time. All trembling with the shock, 
He settled down upon the chopping-block 
In blank despair ; felt desolation creep 
Slowly upon him, opening a deep 
Abyss before him and he fell .... asleep I 
He dreamed — discordant sounds, distorted things, 
Phantasmagoria. Two great bat-wings, 
Hovering all headless, trunkless, in the dim 
Half-light of dreamland, fastened on to him 
And bore him slowly up with noiseless flight 
O'er the abyss, till, at a dizzy height. 
They darted downward with a horrid hiss 
And hurled him headlong in — the arms of Sis I 
Yes, she was there beside him in the shed. 
Her loving arms around him, and his head 
Upon her shoulder : <<Bub, go straight to bed 
And get a nap I Why, you are deadly white 
With sheer fatigue I You have been up all night — 
What with that ad and travel I Sleep till noon. 
Mother is going out. The post will soon 



49 



Bring me the paper." — "Sis, I cannot sleep; 
I'm in a peck o' trouble ; do, please, keep 
Me company. I cannot spare you, dear — 
Not for a minute I I Ve a haunting fear 
That I shall lose you soon. Just now I fell 
Into a horrid dream. It turned out well; 
That's a bad omen. Sis dear, we are twins, 
As near alike as the proverbial pins — 
Secrets between us two are awful sins ! 
I'm not a common brother ; I've a lot 
Of claims on you which common bubs have not. 
Don't interrupt I and do suppress that smile ; 
This thing is serious. For a long while 
I've read a secret in your mind, your heart — 
Now, no hysterics I — which, with all your art, 
You could not hide from me. Aha I you start — 
You guess my meaning. Sis, one word will prove 
That I'm not talking nonsense. You're in love I 
You are — in love ! in love ! I and I'm in — well, 
•Tis not the coolest state in which to dwell — 
A fit of jealousy. Can you deny 
The soft impeachment ? — look me in the eye I 
Confess it. Sis I — Who is the blessed he 
You dare to love without consulting me ? 
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Oh, he must be a paragon to win 

The heart of my most precious, only twin 1 

Would you were triplets I " 

Sis heard with face averted ; in her eyes 

Contending tears, a twinkle and surmise. 

The twinkle triumphed, and she gaily turned, 

While in each dimpled cheek a red rose burned, 

And cried : << <No more. Sweet Hamlet I' I confess. 

You've solved my riddle. You are, *at a guess, ' 

A perfect genius. I am — deep in love 1 

Yet not below my station, nor above ; 

Altho' he thinks himself a peg or two 

Above me, he is not so — more than you. 

I've known him since — I dont remember when ; 

Mother can tell. . . ** — "She's in the secret, then ? " 

Bub interjected. "Oh, of course I " replied 

The laughing madcap. "It from you to hide 

Was hard enough, sir, but from Mother, quite 

Impossible. She saw me love, at sight. 

The 'paragon.' You designate him right. 

Behold his inventory 1 and prepare 

Yourself for a coincidence most rare. 
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You are his 'counterfeit presentment' I I 
Cannot tell you apart when he is by — " 
When he is by ? I've nev . . . " — "Don't interrupt t 
And do suppress that frown ; it doth abrupt 
The current of my thoughts, whose even trend 
The case exiges. < Listen and perpend*. 
He has your noble spirit — ah, divine I — 
Your honest heart (and it, like yours, is mine) ; 
His chestnut hair — as wavy every sprig — 
Upon your head would not appear a wig ; 
A Harvard man like you — and of it vain ; 
A riming scribbler — like yourself, again ; 
His dress bespeaks refinement, tho' clad in 
Coarse home-spun, linsey-wolsey or doe-skin ; 
Lastly, his manners are — well, there's the rub- 
On like occasions, like your manners. Bub ; 
As fitful, gay or grave, reserved or free, 
But always gentle — as a man's should be, 
Of native wisdom, knowing no one can 
Much help his nature — he's sl gentle man! 
But tho' I love the dear, and he loves me 
With equal ardor, I can only be 
A sister to him." — <<Sis, you trifle. Shame ! 
What silly nonsense I Who is he ? His name ?" 
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Then Sis broke down: <<He's nobody ! a myth I 
I'm not in love ! except with yoUy Bub Smith I 
You naughty boy I How could you misconstrue 
The love-light in my eyes and face for — you ! 
And twit me with a secret ? Oh — boo ! hoo I" — 
A pause ensued. — Bub pitied her and winced, 
But 'gainst his reason only half convinced: — 
'Tis *verylike a weasel/ dear, or *whale' ; 
*^Tis backed like a camel/ Oh, woman-frail, 
Go, 'get thee to a nunnery !' Go wed ! 
And 111 take thy advice and <go to bed 
And sleep till noon.' I'm half out of my head ; 
And lest I go quite out and raving mad. 
Don't read a word of that recondite ad ! 

_ • 

'Twill turn your shallow brain — each empty cell, 
Each feeble filament will strain and swell. 
And inflammate in vain to understand 
Its hidden meaning and the purpose grand 
Therein embodied ! Only kings and queens 
Of intellect and learning in their teens. 
In Browning versed and nourished on baked beans, 
M ight hope to cope with it ! " — At this the maid 
Appeared upon the noisy scene and laid 
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Some papers in Bub's hands. — ''Ha I what is this ? 
A telegram ? My heart fails I Read it, Sis. — 
The paper, too I that's lucky. See, your fuss 
Has drowned the rumbling of the omnibus I 
W^here is it from — from Hubton ? Let me see ! 
W^hy dont you read it ? Give the thing to me ! 
W^hat is the matter, Sis ? Despite your paint 
You're like a ghost ! For Heaven's sake, dont faint I 
Is anybody dead — or dying, who — 
*Oh, my prophetic soul ! ' — is dear to you ? 
Oh! read it— read it ! "— 

**No one is dead or dying in so far 
As this purports ; and in it, you, sir, are 
Addrest, not me. A charming billet doux 
It is from one of your admirers, who 
Has read your famous ad ; for without doubt 
'Tis famous now, and you will be, throughout 
The length and breadth of Hubton I Even I 
Shall bear reflected honors by-and-by. 
The literary astronomes who peer 
At the new Sun will spy a planet near. 
Circling about you, and the learned world 
Upon its social axis nightly whirled. 
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W^ill bask with pleasure in the lesser ray 
Reflected from yourself— my lord of day ! 
And, as you know, <me Lud', the central suns 
Have many spheres and they their little ones 
Playing about them, the savants may soon 
Discover yet another sphere and moon 
W^ithin my orbit, following your train. 
Eclipsing me. Oh, a penumbral pain 
Begins to steal upon me I In my hand 
The shadow lies already. 'Twill expand 
And veil me presently, and in half-light 
I shall revolve — an outer satellite, 
Eclipst forever!" 

<<^Vell, then I'll go to bed and get a nap," 
And, with a stretch and most prodigious gap, 
Bub took the paper. — <' Sorry I can't stay 
And hear you out, Sis, while your fancies play. 
Now the mood's on, dear, write what you would say: 
I'll read it later with great pleasure. It, 
So far, is clever ; starred with woman's wit 
Of a high order; for reflected light, 
Not bad by half—- you're quite a satellite I 
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You might contrive, perhaps, amid the flow 
Of sideral metaphors, to let me know 
The substance of this Hubton telegram. 
You might condense it in an epigram. 
Or treat it in extenso^ with the Sun, 
The centre of your system, on the run 
Round Apple Meadows, and his satellite 
Chasing about him fondly day and night. 
Then let a comet suddenly appear 
In Hubton constellation, coming near 
My solar and your planetary sphere 
A mile a minute — that's the schedule rate 
The Hubton flyer flits. Picture my fate 
If it should prove a she and gently smite 
Me in the solar plexus ! Or your plight 
If it should prove a be and, with his right — 
Despite your screams : 'You're spoiling my best bib 
And tucker, sir I' — swipe you 'neath the *fifth rib 
In classic style. Something like that will do, 
So I can read it in a month or two." 
W^ith this he made a move toward the stair. 
<<Stop, sir! I'm hurt I" she cried; ''come back — be fair I 
And Bub ran back and, dropping on one knee 
Before her, begged forgiveness. "Sis, you see 
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W^hat men are made of. I dare say I should 
Thus cowardly have left you. — I'm no good I 
And you're an angel of. . ." — "That's understood," 
She gaily interrupted. "You abuse 
Me shamefully I But one cannot refuse 
Full absolution to a penitent 
Who prays like this. Arise I I am content. 
Now, no more nonsense, please ; and I will read 
This document. From Hubton 'tis, indeed. 
No other spot on earth produces men 
And women able to conceive and pen 
The like of it. Ten sheets I a verbal feast 
By telegraph I The sender is at least 
A million-aire or -airess I but which one 
The text discloseth not ; and name — ? there's none." 
Bub simulated sleep. "Stay I I am done," 
She quickly added ; "I could not restrain 
'Them few remarks'. But I'll not peep again 
Till you have heard it. List I 'Tis thus addrest 
Upon the envelope, at length exprest 
With vast expenditure : 'Bub Smith, Esquire, 
Apple Meadows, Maple Valley, New Hampshire'; 
And runs as follows : 
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'Dear Bub : — I claim consideration. First, 
Because I have the very greatest thirst, 
The keenest hunger, and shall suffer mostf 
If turned away, of all the coming host 
Of Summer Outers who peruse your ad 
And at that bill of fare go hunger-mad I 
My right to precedence of all is, next, 
I read the MS. and revised the text, 
W^hich you in spots had left in so much doubt. 
Only a genius — I — could make you out. 
Lastly, my claim — I will not say my right — 
To recognition is, tho' half a night 
I spent upon it, I still found it bright I 
You've set the town agog, Bub, with those rimes ; 
Me with the rest. Your old chum, Harold Grimes, 
The literary critic on the Fad, 
Was in the office when your jolly ad 
W^as handed in. The thing so pleased him, he 
Phoned me up (out of bed !) to town, and we 
Both read the proofs. Bub, you owe him and me 
A lot of gratitude, which, if you'll pay, 
I'll take my share in board, now, right away. 
For though you offer but a meagre fraction 
Of your advantages, yet its attraction 
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Is strong enough my fancy to incline 

In your direction to arrive at nine 

P. m., to-night, so please accept this order: 

Hold rooms f terms quoted j cowang. Summer Boarder. 

Post Scriptum. One word more I beg to say : 

Fearing my cost of keep might overway 

My claims on you, I've made the codicil 

Bequeathing Bub and Sis, plus my goodwill 

For promist 'love and kindness', many-fold 

The balance in their favor — all in gold I 

W^as that not brilliant, Bub, and bravely done ? 

Ah I I am also *up to snuff and fun' 

And love a frolic I " 

W^ithout a comment. Bub held out his hand 
And took the quaint dispatch and closely scanned 
It for a moment ; laid it down and took 
Up the newspaper and began to look 
Among the ads for his. It was not there. 
" W^ell, by the great horn-spoon I" he muttered, "where 
Can they have put it ? Oh I here 'tis — by jing I 
That beats the Dutch I They've put the blessbd thing 
Upon the literary page 1 Great smoke I 
There, everyone will miss my serio-joke, 
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And no one else respond. Grimes is a fool 1 
I often thought as much of him at school, 
And told him so, as friends are wont to do 
In confidential moments. Wonder who 
It was that helped him ? even Grimes would shrink 
From such a patent folly. Sis, I think 
It was a — female- womankind I — a she 1 1 
A lovely one, of course. Humph, let me see — 
^Phoned me up (out of bed I) to town — ' Indeed ! 
And that was long past midnight. Sis 1 — to read 
And help him edit that 'hypnotic screed/ " 
Then to himself: "If it should prove so, Hal, 
I have you nicely snared 1 W^ell, well, old pal, 
I'll give you quid pro quo.** — Sis had meanwhile 
Watched Bub with much concern. And now his smile 
Chased trouble from her face. She read again 
The telegram. "Quite right. Bub, it is plain 
As mid-day now ; a clever woman wrote 
This document. A woman's touch I note 
At many points." — "Yes, and I note ber touch 
Upon my ad at many points, that much 
Improves it, Sis ; it was a bit risqu£. 
The points are left as sharp, the mood as gay. 
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Without the risk. *Ti8 set up mighty fine, 
Flawless in punctuation I I opine 
If * Summer Boarder' did it, she shall be 
Persona grata^ at the least, to me I 
Here is the paper ; take it, Sis ; and read 
The 'wretched ad'. *Tis not so bad, indeed. — 
I'll catch that nap now and recuperate 
My strength to meet the hour big with fate 
That rolls upon us." 

An hour past on, a second, third, the stroke 

Of time was at the fourth when Bub awoke, 

En sursautf startled from a dreamless sleep-— 

That blessftd boon the partial Parcae heap 

On healthy innocents, as on this one 

W^ith love and fun and frolic overdone. 

From dreams we lightly wake ; then all the brain 

Is not fatigued, all hath not borne the strain 

Of work in waking hours, and the part 

That dozed by day, still half asleep, will start 

At any slight disturbance and awake 

The heavy sleepers, one by one will shake 

Discreetly, lovingly, with gentle care. 

Until enough are conscious to beware 
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Of friend or foe. — *Twas thus Napoleon slept. 

A tenth of his great brain was always kept 

Upon the watch ; and, as the minute hand 

Covered the mark appointed, all that grand 

Machine was slowly started — out of bed 

With all the world revolving in his head 

And most of Hell I — W^hen all the brains have wrought 

Or played in harmony with act or thought, 

In such small heads as ours, then all sleep 

And rest alike, and all wake with a leap 

To thought and action. Thus it was Bub woke ; 

With a sweet shock, with an accordant stroke 

For liberty his strengthend powers broke 

From the embrace of 'Murphy.' Up he sprang — 

Into the icy shower bath, slap I bang ! — 

Into a turkish towel — into mits — 

Into the punchbag — knockt it into fits — 

Into his clodings — out into the hall — 

Into the room with Sis and • • . • into all 

Sorts of precious trouble I 

I have a facile pen ; but not a mind 
To quite enable it to note each kind 
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Of each variety he ran into, 
My gentle reader; some things I can't do. 
And if I had the faculties, I could 
Not do them justice, even if I would — 
Partly from lack of time (the printers wait) ; 
Partly from lack of rime (I'm short of late) ; 
Partly from lack of nourishment (that's straight I) 
To keep me going, even at this rate ; 
And partly — chiefly, if thou needst must know — 
Because . . . Thou wilt not tell I Well, whisper low! 
Because . . . Sd^, ®ott! 3d^ bin in ®ig t)crltcbt! 
Unb mdd^te ntd^t ber @))tt2bub fo Deriibt 
Sen @t)ag mtt tl^r, unb nietl xi) benfe bu, 
3n tl^n t)erltcbt, nid^t l^drcjl gcmc ju 
SaS&l^rcnb fie tl^n jum bcflen ^at Therefore 
Upon the subject not a penstroke more. 
For both our sakes, beyond a graphic stroke 
To get him out of trouble. Sis flrst spoke : 
*<Tell me about your old 'chum' ; was he nice ? 
If this thing pleased him so, he shares your vice 
Of teasing ; yet, according to the law 
Of opposites attracting, I should draw 
An opposite conclusion. W^hat's he like ? 
The name, a commonplace one, seems to strike 
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A once familiar but forgotten chord 
Of memory in pinafores." Bub looked bored. 
Sis smiled protesting : ''Now, Bub, do be good I 
You'd pity me dear, if you understood 
The trouble in my heart. I've always had 
A sweet remembrance of a little lad 
Who worshipt me in pinafores, whom I 
Likewise adored. We parted, by-and-by. 
With breaking hearts. The echo of that pain 
This name awakens, and I'm sad again I 
Tell me about this man." 

Let me repeat : I have a facile pen. 

But it could not depict Bub's face just then , 

Not for the simple reasons writ above, 

But for a complex one in which his love 

For Sis was dominant. He felt his heart 

Pounding against his ribs, a jealous smart 

In every pulsing artery and vein. 

A crowd of turns beset his ready brain 

To lead her wide astray from her conceit, 

A crowd of countertums gave them defeat, 

Till in the hubbub of conflicting thought, 

He frownd, smiled, hemd and hawd, and answerd — naught! 
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Sis watched and waited. Now, Sis Simth was one — 
One woman in a — thousand ? — Bah I that's none ! — 
The one in all this world of womankind 
Whose power of heart was mated with a mind 
Of equal power. Therefore, when she saw 
Bub smile, and frown, and blush, and hem and haw^ 
She cried : "No, no, dont tell me now, my pain 
Was but an echo. — It is still again 1 
Did you sleep well ? " 

''Slept like a top 1 Where's Mother ? "— <<She has been 
Down to the village all day." — ''Has she seen 
The paper ? " — ''Yes, and smiled approval, too. 
As she at all your pranks is wont to do." — 

''Good 1 Good I If Mother's satisfied, I'm safe I 
^Vith you it's different. You're bound to chafe 
At every thing I do or don't . . . " — "There, there, 
Dont jest to-day. Bub I Somehow, I can't bear 
A bit of fun just now." — "Well, Puss, I wont. 
If I can help it, and see that you don't 
Give me occasion ! And to help you out 
I'll go away — I'll take a look about 
The farm till evening. Sis, don't look so glum I 
What is the matter ? Bless me I there they come — 
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<Tears, idle tears ! ' — 111 bet a cookie I 
Shall join you in a minute I There, don't cry, 
My precious pet, and I will tell you true 
About your lad in pinafores. He grew 
To splendid manhood — best I ever knew ; 
Loved, wedded, is a widower to-day ; 
Has a sweet little baby girl, they say. 
And sweeter little sister, whom I may 
Present to you this evening — Oh, you smile I 
You pretty villainess I Those tears of guile 
Have drawn from me my secret I — Crocodile 1 

Here, gentle reader, we will leave the twain 
And join our Summer Boarder on the train 
At Union Station, Hubton. There they are. 
Miss Grimes and baby, in the parlor-car ; 
That is her brother standing close outside 
The open window, talking much to hide 
His fond emotion. He's a widower. 
His little girl, Corinne, he lends to her 
For the occasion ; confident is he 
They'll meet Bub's expectations to a T. 
<<Be very careful, Jane. You are my all. 
You and Corinne. If any harm befall 
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My pretty Jane and pretty babe, my fate 

W^ould be most sad — I would be desolate : 

So guard yourselves, my dear. You should arrive 

At Maple Valley Station, at eight-five, 

And take the 'bus — No, get Old Jim to drive 

You on his famous buckboard to the Farm. 

It's pleasanter — as safe, and there's a charm 

About the ancient Jehu that will warm 

Your heart toward him. Tho' at least three score. 

He's strong, alert and witty; talks galore 

In quaint conceits, and never is a bore; 

Is a great 'hoss' man, one who hates dock-tails. 

Owns all the 'busses, carries all the mails. 

He'll meet you at the train — he never fails. 

And now, be careful, dear. I've spoken to 

The train conductor, whom I haply knew, 

Tom Jones — fine fellow — he'll look out for you 

At Maple Valley." 

The warning bell starts tears in many eyes. 
Now kisses through the windows, now good-byes. 
"Bye, bye. Papa!" — "Bye, bye, Corinne!" and he 
Is left alone, heart heavy. Reader, we 
Will steal a ride and keep them company. 
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Ohy don't be squeamish I All the train men know 
And pass us jolly rimers to and fro 
Upon the trains. I'll manage, if you'll go, 
To steal a couple. 



Corinne was feverish and clung to Jane 
For a long while, her wee face pinched with pain. 
'* We'll find my Mamma, this time 1 wont we, please ? 
I want her so much. Aunty I" — *<Dear, don't tease; 
You'll make poor Aunty cry and spoil her eyes. 
Mamma has gone to Heaven, in the skies, 
And is an angel. We can't go there yet — 
Not for a long time. Now, don't cry, sweet pet. 
Aunty can't take you to her." Poor Corinne 
Slipt from Jane's lap and clambered slowly in 
Her own big chair and sat in silent woe. 
While two big tears gathered and trickled slow 
Adown her cheeks. With drooping eyes she leaned 
Sideways against the cushioned back and screened 
Her face with one small hand, to hide the pain 
And bitter tears of grief from Aunty Jane, 
Who watched the small manoeuver with a sigh 
Of sympathy and an impending cry 
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Of protest in her heart — unreconciled 
To laws afflicting thus a little child. 
'Twas pitiful. 

This scene has rather saddened me — I'm so 

Susceptible. I feel another's woe 

As keenly as my own. I think I'll go 

Into the smoking-car and see the boys, 

And have a smoke and brace up ; sorrow cloys 

My taste for story-telling ; it destroys 

The spirits playing the sub-conscious part 

In correlating elements of art 

And breeds disease — ^^enlargement of the heart," 

The bards' complaint. Old grief hath ever clung 

To us great poets — most of us die young. 

Oh, may it ne'er of me be said or sung 

In prose or rime : *The sere and yellow leaf 

Of wisdom's heavy, golden, grained sheaf 

Crowned not his years ! He fell a prey to grief ! '- 

I'll just go play the fool, smoke my cigar, 

Drink and swap stories in the smoking-car 

With sundry drummers of— commercial war. 

Stuf tpieberfe^en! 
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Miss Jane was nervous when her train pulled in 

To Maple Valley, late ; and Miss Corinne 

Was fast asleep : to wake her seemed a sin. 

She gave her satchels to the porter and 

Bent down to lift her, when a helping hand 

Restrained her gently : <<Let me take the child/' 

Said Tom Jones at her side. Jane sweetly smiled 

Permission, adding, <<You are very kind." 

And the conductor, tho' an hour behind 

His schedule time, took up the little dear 

And bore her out, and seeing Old Jim, near, 

Said : <<Here Jim, hold this baby — careful, Jim; 

She's sound asleep." — "Wy, bless the cherubim, 

Gabe's trumpet cudent wake her ! She'd go strate 

Apast St. Peter thru the golden gate 

Without no ceremony 1 Whar's her Mar ? — 

Ep tew the Widder Smith's, Mum ? Hyar ye are !— 

Rite in the buckboard — Hetcht ep the big bay. 

Kinder 'spectin' ye. 'Busses go thet way. 

But las wun'z gon, chock-full. Yer train wuz late — 

An hour mos' — fokes 'lowd they cudent wate 

All nite fer et, so hed tew let em go. 

I'll drive ye ep myself. The goin'z slow 
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£p tew The Medders' ; not onplezant steep, 
But stiddy climin' Mum. Tom, jes ye keep 
Yer hand on im, ontil we stow abord 
This preshus baby — kent, ye kneow, aford 
Tew take no chances on setch bricky brae — 
My, but et's purty, Mum, an thet's a fac ! " 
Jane smiled acknowledgement and simply said : 
••Your horse is safe, I trust ?" — "Safe ez the ded 1 
Don't skeer et nothin', haint no trix et all, 
An yet he'z smart, an strong ez a stun wall. 
All rite, Tom ; much obleeged — retch me thet strap. 
So long 1 "— "Good-night ", said Tom with lifted cap, 
In answer to Jane's grateful nod and smile. 
And all were off; he making mile on mile 
At better than a minute clip, and they 
At a ten-minute jog, behind the bay, 
Toward *The Medders.' 

"We'll fetch thar jes beout ten. Et's quite a pull 
£p tew the widder's, but the moon iz full 
An shines mos' bright ez day. I spoze they be 
Espectin' uv ye. Mum ? Et's quar tew me 
Thet Bub aint deown himself. But kum tew think. 
He jes got home this momin*. Bub dont drink. 
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But he lookt mity peekid — guess he spent 
The hull nite in the city an et went 
Agin hiz liver, sumheow. Kentry boys 
Thet's uster bed et nine, kent stan' the joys 
Thet riots in the cities all nite long — 
Prize fites an setch like. Bub'z bilt purty strong, 
An he kent stan' et I They fit wun las' nite — 
''I'll bet a cookie Bub wuz et the fite ! " 
I do not think so ", Jane demurred. <'Altho' 
I never met the gentleman, I know 
Of him by reputation. I have friends 
Who know him well, and one who recommends 
Him to my notice as a gentle man — 
Worthy of all respect and trust one can 
Accord another ; therefore, sir, I doubt 
That * Bub ' attended last night's fistic bout 
For entertainment." 

<<Thar I thar 1 I beg yer pardon. Mum, ye're rite ; 
I jedged him by myself-— fer, onor brite, 
I go deown neow an then tew see a fite ! 
Ye're no relashun then, I take et ? " — "No, 
Not in the least." — ''Wal, wal, I thot ye so ; 
Ye look like em I Ye look a lot like Sis — 
Ony ye're yunger — hard not tew call ye Miss 
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Instid o' Mum ! An heow ol' mout ye be ? 
Hcow oVz yer baby ? Mus' be rizin' three ; 
Ye kent be over a-teen ; three fum thet 
Wud make ye fifteen when ye marid. Sket l^^— 
The wight's simplicity disarmed her tongue 
Of all resentment ««Thet wuz purty yung 
Fer huny-moonin' 1 " 

Deeply amused, she said : ** I'm seventeen, 

And baby's three, and. . . " — •* My ! ye stump me, clean 1 

Ye jined at thir — ? Oh — thet wuz a mistake ! " — 

"Yes sir, you made it." — " Me ? fer goodness sake ! 
I never see ye. Mum — dont know yer name ! " — 

^'That's why you made it ; why I do not blame 
You for your indiscretion." — "Wal, I'm dun ! 
I see ye've got me — see ye're pokin' fun 
£t me in grate shape — got me on the run ! 
Wot iz the redel. Mum ? "— " 'Tis simply this. 
The baby is my brother's. I'm a Miss!" — 
Wal, Glory Hallelujer !— Fool I am ! 
Kin ye fergiv me ? — Glory bless the Lam ! — 
Ye're splendid temperd Miss, I do agree — 
A better sempel on't I never see — 
Ye're thurerbred — oncommon pedigree ! 
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My I but I'm curus yit, but dasent say 
A nuther wurd. I've tawkt a heap to-day, 
An sum on't scanlus I Wen Sis v/uz away, 
Bub fetcht hiz chump ep hyar — Hal Grimes, by name — '^ 
"He is my brother."— ««Wal, I thot the same. 
He'z jes yer livin' pictur. Splendid chap ! 
I druv him reound the kentry in this trap 
An larnt a heap fum him. Thar ! fum this hite 
Ye see <The Medders.' Neow, aint thet a site 
Uv sleepin' butees, in the clar moonlite ! 
An thet's ther blanket — see ! thet wooly cloud 
A settlin' deown. Yep, Bub kin well be proud 
Uv Apple Medders, Miss. £t looks tew me 
Jes like a panerrammer thet I see 
Deown tew the city, — ony better ; and 
The Smith's conductin' on et makes et grand I 
A fine ol' fambly I Setteld hyar before 
I kin remember ; an I've livd three skore 
An epards in the naborhood. They're ritch. 
An not stuck ep a bit, ner stingy, witch 
Iz oncommon. Miss. Live ep hyar in stile ! 
Ther grandad — 'forty-niner' — made hiz pile 
In Californy. Abner Smith went wild 
When gold wuz foun' thar ; tuck hiz wife an child 
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An saild aroun' the Horn with 'em an struck 

£t orful ritchy an wot's more, hed the luck, 

Er sense, er suthin' — guess et wuz the wife 1 — 

Tew git back with the < dust ' an spend hiz life 

Amungst good Christians who kin 'preciate 

A thrifty nabor. Yep, he dun fustrate ! 

He ownd 'The Medders' then, but setteld deown 

Fust et the Valley an bilt ep thet teown — 

Witch fetcht the railroad this way. Abner see 

The pesky thing a goin' wrong, an he 

Went deown tew Hubton with hiz little plan 

Tew have em follow up along an span 

The river et the Valley, all o' witch 

They dun, uv cors, jes so, an nary hitch. 

This breed o' Smiths iz genuses all threw — 

Thar's nothin' 't all they kent tek holt an dew. 

He sent hiz boy away tew sum big skule — 

College er suthin' — whar all them Tom-fool, 

Jim-nasty games iz kerrid tew a pint 

Witch nox boys' hedz an bodies out o' jint 

Per proper skulin\ John, he wudent take 

No part in them games. Fellers 'lowd they'd make 

Him *play er lite ther hul skule.' John wuz slow 

In gittin' up hiz dander ; wize, ye know — 
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Bejnmd 'hiz day an gcacnmhan\ ex, 
Speekm' o' Solomon, tfic parson scz. 
He want afiBard, ye know — /' Jane shook her head 
And seeing Jim in trooble, swee^said: 
**l shook my head nnconscionsly. It meant 
No, he was not afraid — it was assent 
And incidentally dissent, as wdl. 
To 'yon know' fiollowing. Go cm, please, tell 
Me how it ended". IVith a pozzled look. 
Not understanding qnste, the old man took 
Up his narrative. ^'Wal, John want afeerd 
They'd mix et up with bim; he want askecrd 
Uv nothin' on the footstool I Poll o' vim. 
Put ep like Hurklus, Miss, guess jrou know him ?" 
Jane nodded, smiling. <<Pashent ez an ox. 
Yet able tew wade in an nock the sox 
Of n them cigarooters, by the skore ; 
He hed no call tew hurry, eny more 
Ner thet hoss standin' thar i Uv cors the crowd 
Thot him wite-liverd, guest they'd got him cowd. 
Neow John want slow in wun thing. He cud run 
The Joke-books off ther legs in maUn' fun 
Per evrybody— an in pokin' et 
Rite In ther tender spot ontel they'd swet I 
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He 'lowd he wudent play an cudent fite — 

Wuz buth-markt Quaker-man — thet et want rite 

Tew spile a feller'z pictur, brake hiz noze, 

An black an blue hiz eyze an tear hiz cloze ; 

Thet he wuz ded agin et evry way : 

An ez fer playin' games — wal, he wud play 

Et poker, 'seven ep\ er eny game 

Uv kyards — fer muny ; eny 'mount they'd name : 

An ef they beat him, he wud lam tew box 

An make a match tew lite, an bet hiz rox 

Thet he cud lick the champeen uv the skule ! 

An then he flasht hiz rol an throwd a cool 

Thousan' on the campus. Wal, mimy tawks. 

They cudent call hiz bluff: them college gawks 

Aint never got a cent uv redy cash. 

Wen ther allowance kums, they cut a dash 

A day er tew, fer taint enuf tew last 

Mor'n thet long — not thet they go so fast, 

But they don't git much et a time I Ther fokes 

Knowz wot ther made on an wont trust them blokes 

With muny nuf tew last a month. They'd sport, 

An nothin' else. Most on em never ort 

Tew go tew college. Et makes weak boys bad — 

An bad boys wuss ; an good wunz tearin' mad 
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Tew hev tew kerry on an lam in spite 

Uv et. John wuz jes spilin' fer a fite ! — 

Et wits er fisticuffs — tew vent hiz spleen ; 

So, wen the college boxer, the champeen, 

Pickt up John's rol an turnd tew wawk away, 

John cald an ast him ef he ment tew play 

Er jes tew hoi' the stakes. The big un smild 

An never stopt. Neow John wuz gittin' rild 

Tew see hiz muny goin* — *Jes in fun' ? 

Uv cors ! But jes the same he puld hiz gun 

An whisteld tew him, sayin' : 'Drop et. Cull ! 

Fer ef ye dont, I shell be forst tew pull 

A bead on thet left year an brand ye thar, 

Ef I dont shave et off ye, clean an clar ! ' 

But still the big un laft an kep on. — < Stop ! ' 

John hollerd, « onct! twistel thriste!— an all done ! ' — Pop ! 

An sure enuf, Miss, jes ez John hed sed ; 

Off kem the dog's year ! Crowd all thot him ded. 

He tuk on so. He tumbeld on the ground 

An hollerd like a stuck pig ! They soon found 

He 'wuzent hurt much — ony year wuz gon ; 

They pikt et ep an Doctor sowd et on 

Amost ez good ez new — et want a hoi 

Orgin in the fust place. John got hiz rol 
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An went about hiz bizness — wawkt av^ay 

Sayin' : * I'm buth-markt, Quaker-man — Good-day ! ' 

They bed John 'rested^ cors, an Abner kum 

An baild him eout, an paid a likely sum 

Tew hesh et ep; but law I a thing like thet 

Cant be hesht ep no morn a yowlin' ket 

On the back fence. The story got abeout, 

An Smith wuz recornizd and pinted eout 

With admirashun. He dident care shooks 

Wun way er tuther ; jes stuck tew hiz books 

An gradiated. Splendid feller, Smith ! 

An hansum ez a pictur ! Marid with 

A city lady. Luv et site, they say. 

Her fokes objected, so they lopt away 

An kem ep hyar an setteld. She wuz yung, 

But mity sensible. He 'wuz proud, high strung, 

An independent; wots more, hed the 'sand.' 

They war a span, Miss ; jes abeout ez grand 

A couple ez ye ever see ! Ther house — 

Pland et therselvz — iz snugger'n a mouse. 

Et'z bilt fer comfort an et'z bilt fer looks ; 

Iz ramblin' like, an full uv cozy nooks 

Thet huny-mooners like. Fer twenty years 

Them two wuz lovers, Miss. — Escuse — theze — tears ; 



79 



I allez shedz a few fer John. He'z gon 
Tew Heven — ef thar'z wun — an'z carrin' on 
Hiz same ol' fun ! He didn't hev no sins, 
An ef he hed, I know them preshus twins 
Fixt et all rite with Peter, fer tew take 
The or man in — he'd save him fer ther sake, 
They are thet good ! — an helpful with advice, 
An muny, in a pinch. Ye dont ast twice 
Fer ther assistance. Then they hev a way 
Uv sumheow gittin' ye in shape tew pay 
The muny back in time, witch makes ye hold 
Yer hed ep like a man ez pays — in gold ! 
Thay're full uv mischef, both on em — not ruff 
Ye know, but comfertable — jes enuf 
Tew keep ye feelin' plezent ; an the gal 
Iz orfhl purty — almos' painful I Wal, 
I'm sixty odd, an guess I haint no call 
Tew look et purty gals like ye an Sis, 
But I kent help et, an et'z painful. Miss ! 
An thet'z the truth on't ! . . . 

Git ep I — Et'z deown hill neow. A little wile 
Will land ye thar. I reckon et'z a mile — 
The way the road winds roun' — f um whar we be 
Tew Big Pine Grove thar near the viller, see ? 
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Fond uv big pine treez» Miss ?" Jane rolled at Jim 
A pair of moonlit orbs that rattled him 
For half a minutOy so enthused were they 
In their assent they took his breath away. 
" Wal — wal — Pleze, Miss» dont look thet way agin — 
'Member thet pain I mentiond 1 — Wal^ thar'z in 
Thet Piney Grove the biggest sort o' fellers 
Ye ever see ! reglar ol' Me-thu-sellers I 
or Pa-tri-arkers I yep, an jes ez green 
Ez Krismas treez wen fust by Noer seen. 
I'm mity fond on em miself, Miss. Wy— > 
Ye wunt beleve et, but I hup tew die 
Ef et aint so — ther singin' makes me cry 1 
I am thet tender — chicken-hearted, spoze 
Mos' fokes call et : sumthin' — Lord only noze 
What t'ez ! — epsets me orful ! I kent tell 
Tew save me, wot et'z like ; a kinder — well, 
A kinder glimpse o' Heven, out o' Hell ! 
Escuse the cussin' — pulpit licens — I'm 
A actin' dekin — taint in me no crime 
Wen tawkin' solum, Miss ; an tew my mind 
Thar'z nuthin' solumer than wen the wind 
Bloze fitful in the pine tops an they sigh 
Er sing — jes ez et strikes ye — moan an cry — 
Thar, I mus' stop— I wunt hev a dry eye ! ' ' 
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Jane caught and softly prest his homy hand 
And gently murmured : ''Jim, I understand, 
Your feeling honors you ; your words are grand I 
Harold described you, but did not convey 
A tithe of your full merit ; did not say 
You were a poet, as I find to-day — 
A tender poet. 

Is this the grove we're entering?" — "Law no ! 

Theze aint a patchin' tew the treez thet grow 

In the Big Piney. Guess I'll let Bub know 

I'm fetchin' company. Hoo-hoo, hoo-hoo-o-o-o ! 

Thet'z owl tawk, Miss. Et means I'm fetchin' tew — 

Hark I thet'z hiz ans — " An echo faint, <<boo-h-o-o !" 

Came from — Corinne. "Thar, bless my hart an sole 

I've wuk an skeert the baby — I've a hole 

Lot tew larn yit — Thars <no fool like a ole 

Fool'z tru, I rekon. Et wuz jes a sin 

Tew wake her thet way — Gon tew sleep agin ? 

Thet'z good — a sine my sin hez ben fergiven — 

I'm mity lucky ! Ges FU git tew Heven ! 

Ef sines dont fale. 

"We're goin' in neow. Et'z all the moon kin dew, 
Hangin' mos' overbed, tew lite us threw 
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This las' hef mile. But then, this road iz wun 

Uv Bub's own makin'. Wide, an not a stun, 

Stump, ditch or thank'ee-marm in witch tew run. 

Neow I'll keep still a minit, ef I kin. 

An wawk the hoss an let ye take et in. 

Thar'z not a breth. Et'z jes a nuther site 

O sleepin' batee ! Nothin' like moonlite 

In the Big Piney. See them streeks o' wite 

Like gosts amungst the treez — an whar they stand 

The moss iz solid silver ! Aint et grand !" 

But Jane for all reply just squeezed his hand; 

And Jim was satisfied. We'll leave them thus, 

And flit to Bub and Sis. The valley 'bus 

Had come, and brought no boarder, and had gone 

And left them disappointed, guessing on 

The awkward situation, ill at ease. 

Tho' Sis had studied and found much to please 

Her in the telegram, there still was much 

She didn't like, despite the clever touch 

Of a rare woman's hand. Quant A.Madame, 

She too had studied ad and telegram. 

And wore a smile now that bespoke content 

AVith every — thing and body. Soon she went, 
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With cheery goodnight kisses, off to bed. 

Sis felt at liberty to scold, and said : 
''What think ye, Bubbus ? I don't like a bit 

The situation ! «He\ or 'she', or «it' 

Is more than stupid to expect that we 

Would hold the rooms on such uncertainty — 

Name, sex, age, con. . . " — << Hark Sis I It's Jim's hoo-hoo^ 

Beyond Big Piney says he's bringing two! 
<Fret not thy gizzard', Solomon the wise 

Was wont on such occasions to advise 

The queen of Sheba." 

Witl^ which delivery Bub turned about, 
Glanced in the mirror, and meandered out 
Toward the grove and met them just as they 
Came in the open. Jim drew up the bay 
In front of Bub. Giving the reins a toss, 
And Bub a greeting, said: <'Jes hoi' the boss 
A minit. Bub, wile I git out the frate. 
I got sum chany hyar in this ol' crate 
Wots valable. I druv up purty slow — 
Sum on et's pershibel, cudent take no 
Chances on breakin uv et I Fines' lot 
Uv souls an bodies thet ye ever sot 
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Yer blessed eyes on. Bub i" He gently took 

Jane from her perch ; then, from a cosy nook 

Where he had safely stowed her, drew Corinne 

And bore her to the porch and laid her in 

The outstretcht arms of Sis without a word ; 

Next housed Jane's trunk, and mounting the buckboard 

Caught up the ribbons, slowly wheeled about 

And started home. But Jane ran quickly out 

And stopt him with : <<Your fare, Jim 1" — <<No, no Miss, 

I jes kin not— this time."— "Well, then take this"— 

Andy standing on tiptoe, she threw an arm 

About his neck and, ere he took alarm. 

Had fairly kissed him : <<Glad that I can give 

Something not 'painful', Jim ! and while I live, 

I always shall remember my delight 

In the Big Piney, at the wondrous sight 

Of Luna painting there in black and white. 

I hope to see you soon again. Good-night 1" — 

But Jim said nothing. 

She watched him till he vanished in the wood. 
And sighing : <<Ah, poor fellow !" musing stood 
A moment longer. Turning : — "Mr. Smith?" — 
"The same," Bub said, "May I be favored with 
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The name of. . .?"— "Oh, a thousand pardons ! I 

Am Miss Jane Grimes. I cannot tell just why 

I mystified you so. That ad just hit 

My wayward fancy. Sir. I answered it 

Upon the impulse of the moment, and 

Much in the manner of the droll who planned 

The advertisement. I thought him a myth, 

But Harold knew, and said : 'That's just Bub Smith I 

And true as gospel, Jane, it's just the place 

For you this summer ! but 'twill be a race 

With hundreds who will risk their lives to try 

That jolly bill of fare, and cast a fly 

Along that 'splendid stream!' Jane, you can win 

If fairly started. I'll lend you Corinne, 

They dote on pretty children ; there are few 

Sweeter than she. And, in a pinch, you'll do. 

But you must go at once, Jane ; if you wait 

You may both lose the place and be too late 

For the fly-fishing, which is best in May : 

So pack your trunk and be ofiT right away I' 

I had misgivings — your conditions were 

Extremely nice, Sir — but that bill of fare 

Was so alluring. All in vain I steeled 

My heart against it ; I was forced to yield ; 
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And, forming on your ad my telegram, 

Packed hastily my trunks and — here I am I 

I hope I'll do, . . . Bub ?" And her laughter light 

Rippled along and filled the listening night 

With all bewitching music : Bub kept still 

And heard it echo faintly from the hill 

Beyond the gorge. ''I'm 'wise' and 'good' and 'true' 

And 'fairly jolly'. As to 'good looks', you 

May tell me that. I shall become a fright 

If you reject me ; take me to the light 

And tell me quickly, I must know my fate 

This very minute !" — "Jane, you shall not wait 

A half-a-minute I If I see aright 

By Luna's aid, you're simply out o' sight 1 

Which means, interpreted in higher speech 

Befitting classic ears, you are — 'a peach' 1 

Despite the veil that modest Luna lays 

Upon her face reflecting the bright rays 

Of ardent Sol, I see the peachy bloom 

Glowing upon thy cheek amid the gloom. 

Thy smile, thy sparkling eyes, thy dark brown hair, 

Thy graceful outlines and proportions fair. 

The sweetness of thy voice entrancing falls 

Upon mine ear, thy sprightliness enthralls 
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My own rapt spirit. All my heart is thiiUed 

With a great hnnger, that can not he stilled 

Bat by the Inscioas substance of (his speech 

Was interrupted here by Sis) the peach I 

Miss Grimes, this is my sister, come to scold 

Me tor detaining you out in the cold. 

That is her pretext merely ; in her eyes 

That greenish glitter tells yon wherein lies 

The real motive ; and the wind has changed — 

Almost within a minute it has ranged 

From South to North. Hiss Grimes has told roe all 

About it. Sis ; the ad, temptation, fall. 

Descent to purgatorial pains of doubt — 

At being froro this heavenly rest kept out — 

And touched with pity, I was just about 

To bail her blessid I when — your jealous way — 

You rush upon the scene and stop the play I" 

Bub spoke this in a breath — and in a voice 

And with a gesture that left them no choice 

Of action for the moment ; but, the while, 

They looked upon each other with a smile 

That grew in yearning sweetness, till they flew 

Into each other's arms, when he got through. 

In sisterly embrace ; a mutual flame 

At once Inspiring them. But, just the same. 



Sis scolded, the next breath: ''You naughty girl, 
To plague me so I You've kept me in a whirl 
Of doubts and fears all day. I feared — Oh, dear, 
I don't know what; no matter now, you're here, 
And I am satisfied and happy, ah — 
That precious baby ! Who is its Mamma ? 
How could she spare it for a moment ! why, 
If it were mine, I . . . " — "You would rather die 
Than part with it," Jane added : <<So would I — 
And so would she, poor darling. She is dead." 
^'Oh, pardon ! " Sis exclaimed, with drooping head. 
And led on to the house. There, in the light. 
She turned to welcome Jane, who, with afiTright, 
Pale and recoiling, murmured : "O — you are 
Her image ! — every feature, line, your hair 
The same dark shade of Titian gold, your face 
Like as a twin's might be, with every grace 
My brother loved so well. She was his wife. 
Her babe, Corinne, tho' dearer than his life, 
He sends with me, partly to make complete 
My answer to your advertisement, Sweet, 
And partly, hoping by a total change 
Of scenes, events and faces, to estrange 
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Her from the loss of Mamma. Past belief 
Are her remembrance and her loving grief. 
Her cries for 'Ma-ma I' nearly drove us wild 
For a long time. No artifice beguild 
Her for a moment of her baby pain ; 
Even in sleep she moaned the sad refrain : 

<Oh, Ma-ma I Ma-ma 1' Harold feared the strain 
Might touch her reason and her health ; but no, 
Her sense, her health and beauty seem to grow 
Enhanced each day. Yet when I take her out 
To drive or walk with me, she peers about 
At every turn and comer, and I hear 
Her whispered calling : <Ma-ma, Ma-ma dear 1 ' 

'Tis pitiful ! My heart was wrung to-day 
Unspeakably. After we drew away 
From Hubton station — and the last good-byes 
Had faltered from her lips, her pleading eyes 
She turned to me, and cried with pathos bom 
Of loving heart-break — tearful and forlorn : 

'I want my Ma-ma so much. Wont we find 
Her this time. Aunty Jane ? — please ! ' '' — Sis was blind 
With welling tears, as Jane went on : " 'Dont, pet. 
Mamma's in Heaven, we can't go there yet,' 
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I whispered softly, and she said no more ; 
But gently from my lap slipt to the floor 
And clambered in her chair and turned away 
To hide her tears, and I could only pray 
For consolation. She has never seen 
The fields and woods ; I hope that they may wean 
Her somewhat from . . ."—"They will ! they will !" Sis cried. 
<<I have a thought — come, come to my bed side — 
She's sleeping still. I'll wake her in the light ; 
Perhaps she'll see her Mamma yet to-night ! " 
And noiselessly, but swiftly, the twain sped 
And lit all lights and stood beside the bed. 
<<Corinne !" she cooed, and gently woke the child, 
"Here's Aunty Jane who wants you." — With a wild 
Ecstatic outcry, mingled joy and woe, 
Corinne exclaimed : "Oh, darling Mamma ! Oh ! 
You have come back I No, Auntie i I can't go 
To bed in your room any more — I've got 
My Mamma now I I want my little cot 
Put here in her room. Dont I, Mamma?" — "Yes, 
My sweetheart," Sis assured her ; "I'll undress 
And put you in my bed. To-morrow night 
We'll fix your cot — Darling, don't hold so tight ! 
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You're choking Mamma." Jane sank to her knees. 

And thanked her Heavenly Father. Such heart's-ease 

Had come to her this night as comes to few 

Of Eva's daughters ; tacitly she knew 

That all was well with her. Soon they withdrew 

And left Corinne asleep, without a trace 

Of grief upon her smiling baby face, 

Dreaming of <<Ma-ma." 

They found Bub standing in the boudoir. — <<Yes, 
I've been eavesdropping! I've a right, I guess, 
To keep my eye on strangers." — "Fie, Bub, Fie ! 
Drop your bad manners, do, or by-and-by 
They'll master you and make you quite unfit 
For gentle company. Your country wit 
Is just now out of tune. Miss Grimes and I 
Are in a tragic mood I More prone to cry 
Than laugh, or even smile. So have a care 
Of what you say to her, while I prepare 
A bit of supper." 

She turned away and, with a look askance 
Restraining him, and an assuring glance 
At Jane, she left them. 
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A moment's silence. — << Humph ! I guess that snub 
Means that I am de trop, Miss Grimes/' laughed Bub, 
"I'll leave you now." — *^Please, dont : and call me Jane. 
Do, be yourself! Let us stay on the plane 
Where you composed the ad, and where we met 
There in the moonlight. I shall not forget 
The motif of my theme, begun to-day 
At half past one a. m., and I shall play 
Consistently throughout, whatever part 
The fates allot to me, with all my heart. 
In the true key. Tell me your Christian name. 
And let me call you by it, just the same 
As if I'd known you always." — "Well, Miss Jane . . . " 
"Please drop the 'Miss' too, that sounds so inane ! 
Just simple Jane." — "Well, 'simple Jane', I sign 
Myself 'Bub Smith', that's all the name of mine 
I ever wot of. My departed Dad 
Was famous at a joke — some not half bad, 
The neighbors say — and when I was a lad 
And Sis a lass, that is, when ive ivere bom. 
Twins, as I've said, he blew the dinner horn 
And summoned all the hands and neighbors round 
To come and jubilate upon the ground 
Of his good fortune. Friends from far and near 
That night as if by magic did appear 
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About his table. Dad was on the whole 

A clever chap — and, when the flowing bowl 

Had loosed his tongue, his wit was of the best. 

His spirits flowed with many a quip and jest 

At any one's expense, and oft his own. 

'My friends' he said, 'have any of ye known 

A name that can't be nicked ? I'll tell ye what. 

We'll each one chip a dollar in the 'pot'. 

And who so names the twins that they can't be 

Nick-named shall take it out ! Do ye agree ? ' 

Dad was a harmless gambler, loved a bet, 

A regular Jim Smiley, never let 

A chance to bet escape him. All agreed. 

And in a twinkling, following the lead 

Of his near neighbor, in the bowl he held 

The dollars tinkled till the total swelled 

To near a hundred. Dad had chipped in ten — 

That is, had past them out among his men 

Who could not well afibrd the game — and three, 

Besides his own, for Mother, Sis and me. 

Two names each, on a slip, placed in a hat 

Were drawn by Dad and nick-named quick as scat. 

The last slip took the money — it was this, 

Signed by Old Jim : 'I name 'em Bub and Sis ! ' 
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Dad winced a little when the neighbors cried : 
'That takes the pot, Smith I You've got to abide 
By your agreement I You can't nick tbem names ! 
Perhaps, old man, you know some other games 
You'd like to spring on us, eh ? ' — Dad at this 
Filled up his glass. 'Well, here's to Bub and Sis I ' 
And so he named us. Mother stoutly fought 
At first against it, but the guv'ner brought 
Her to his view of it. ' I've got to. Dame ! ' 
He dryly said; ' they beat me at my game I 
I've got to settle ! — Twins wont mind a bit ! 
If they're the right sort, they'll be proud of it 
When they learn how it happened ; that their dad 
Was after the best name that could be had, 
And got about the worst beneath the sun ! 
They'll see the joke and — true Smiths, full of fun — 
Will be delighted I ' Well, there was no end 
Of talk about it. I, of course, commend 
The guv'ner' s action. Yes, the name suits me — " 
To Jane's inquiring glance — "just to a T ! 
'Twas my salvation, for, on one hand, I 
Am melancholy, pessimistic, shy. 
Retiring, dull : and on the other, gay. 
Bold, optimistic ; quick to think and say 
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With relevancy and withal a bit 

Of drollery, when the occasion's fit, 

The needful thing. I'm a divided mind — 

One of the worst things that afiBict mankind — 

And the two factions just so balanced are 

That, * in the estimation of a hair'. 

The turning of the ' steelyards ' casts my lot 

With melancholy. But Jim won the pot ! 

That name, * Bub Smith', my classic autograph, 

Thrown in the scale made melancholy laugh 

Itself to death, and left my better part 

In charge of me, and I, with all my heart 

Am duly thankful." — <<So Jim named you two ! 

m 

I'm glad I — kissed him. What else could I do? 
He would not take his fare. He said : 'No, Miss, 
I jest kin not — this time.' I thought a kiss — 
Nay, I'll be frank — the old beau played a part 
On the way up that simply won my heart. 
He was so quaint and jolly I I was glad 
He would not take his fare — no — that is — sad 
To have him lose — you see, he felt so bad 
To leave me there and drive back all alone." — 
^'You did right, simple Jane ! I would condone 
The fault, if fault it were. I freely own 
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I felt my heart go out toward him too, 

In gratitude, when I discovered who 

He had in that old buckboard : Jane Grimes ! You !* 

Hal's wonder- woman I" 

"There spoke," retorted Jane, "Hal's wonder-man! 
There's one God — Bub, in Hal's Mohammedan 
Prophetic credo ; 'Bub will have his jest 
Tho' the skies fall, Jane, but, he is the best 
The earth affords,' and I will frankly say 
That, thus far, my discoveries to-day 
Do not refute him." 

And Jane laughed merrily and waked Corinne, 
Who screamed in chorus, just as Sis came in : 
"I'm fallin'. Ma-ma ! — quick 1" — Sis heard the call 
And flew to her in time to stop a fall 
And quiet her. She cooed her soon to sleep 
And tucked her in. "Well, Bub, we'll have to keep 
You in the bam. Thomas shall fit a stall 
For your reception, where you can make all 
The noise you want to." — "Yes, my dear, but she — *" 
Pointing at Jane, "made all the fuss. 'Twant me I" 
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Sis looked severe at him : <' Dont speak again 
Until you're spoken to ! " Aside to Jane : 

**1 have to scold him, dear ; he can't restrain 
Himself without a scolding every day. 
Supper is ready, sir I Please lead the v/ay V 
Bub offered Jane an arm : ''Fair ladye, may 
I have the honor to escort you down 
To supper ? — Thank you ! All the beaux in town 
Will envy me the privilege : you do crown 
My conquests with this favor I Mother, this 
Is Miss Jane Grimes ; and this is Miss Smart Sis ; 
And upstairs is another little miss 
Fairer than either — yet are these most fair — 
And this is Bub, your fairish son and heir. 
Dear Madam, can you match this bill of fare ?" 
Dame smiled benignly, kissed Jane on each cheek 
And said, as soon as Bub would let her speak, 

"My child, you're welcome and your baby niece. 
To Apple Meadows !" — ''Miss Grimes, try a piece 
Of the Rhinoc'ros ? — have some of the grease ! 
'Tis very 'quite responsive', as they say 
Upon the stage, or did in Shakespeare's day. 
This Octopus is nice, too, in its way — 
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Wilt have a tentacle ?" — *« For heaven's sake ! 

Mother, make Bub behave himself I He'll take 

Her appetite away !" — "And wilt thou slake 

Thy thirst in this old vintage, precious wine, 

The heart's blood of the elderberry vine ? — 

Made it myself — last fall. It is divine !" 

Bub was beside himself, and not until 

Dame mildly looked at him would he be still 

And let Jane eat in peace. "Well, as you will ! 

I only meant to serve her a la mode 

In Hubton, Madam, which is her abode ; 

A simple courtesy I felt we owed. 

And owing, ought to pay to this fair guest 

From Back Bay's classic shades, where all the best 

Of earth abideth ! — till it seeketh rest 

At Apple Meadows. Ah ! methinks we should 

Drink only nectar — eat ambrosial food 

On this occasion ! If I only could 

Buy, borrow, beg or steal a lot, I would ! 

And failing that, the next best thing, methought. 

Was to serve up upon a basis fraught 

With monster words, such as we're duly taught 

The Hubites love above all things beneath 

The sun, and to their prattling babes bequeath. 

On which to cut their Emersonian teeth, 
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An — thro — po — mor — pho — logicalities. 

And Christian Eddy-ficationalities, 

Beyond the grasp of common-alities. 

Having submitted this, I rest the case 

For the defendant." Jane had kept her face 

Up to this point, without the slightest trace 

Of merriment ; had watched with her mind's eye 

The play of Bub's mind lightly twist and pry 

The words about, and sought the reason why. 

Her heart had marked him for her mate, she knew ; 

Her mind had found its match, but twixt the two 

A neutral sentiment arose and grew 

With every word he uttered. Bub's quick sight. 

Perceiving this, had stopt him in his flight. 

His voice caught the alarm and a strange light 

Glowed in his eyes. He rose and said «Good-night I" 

Jane, since the wee sma' hours out of bed. 
Deep in conspiracy, had simply fed 
Upon excitement until now, and said 
"Thank you" to everything, and slowly ate 
Throughout Bub's nonsense, ending with a plate 
Of strawberries and cream. (The Smith estate 
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Had hot-houses, of course, and other things 
Too numerous to mention.) Her heart-strings, 
Tuned up to super concert-pitch all day 
And many a varied measure forced to play, 
Expressive of her maiden sentiments, 
Responding to the day's scenes and events. 
Were all aweary and could not engage 
In a response to Bub's gay persiflage. 
Another time she ivould have fenced with vim 
And held her own, if not have beaten him. 

Sis led her to her room, a lovely suite 

Adjoining hers, in every way complete 

In its appointments. — "Leave the door ajar 

Between us, dear. If in the night you are 

The least bit lonesome, call to me, or come ; 

I'll cheer you up. Good-night I" — But Jane was dumb. 

Her grateful ''heart-strings" were engaged just then, 

In playing ''Peace on earth, good will to men." 

Sis caught the music from her lips, a note 

That chorded with a myriad-strain afloat 

In her own bosom then, and slipt away 

Full of content ; and Jane knelt down to pray 

Blessings upon that house, which had its share 

Of most good things — and some good things to spare. 
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Sis hastened to the bed and kissed Corinne 
On lips and cheek ; again she tucked her in 
Like a true mother, blessing all the while 
The pleasant scene with a seraphic smile, 
Then past on to the boudoir. Bub, of course, 
Was waiting her, consuming with remorse. 
Sis saw it at a glance. She loved to tease 
Bub above all things. 'Twas the way to please 
Him generally, but she felt that now 
She must be serious. ''Well, Bubble, how 
Does 'Summer Boarder' please you at first sight ? 
You saw — she kissed old Jim." — "That was all right ! 
I felt like hugging him myself to-night, 
He looked so lovely — er — that is, I mean 
He talked so sweetly — of — of 'silver sheen 
Pencilled by Luna on the velvet moss'." — 
<'He did not. Bubble I He said : 'Hoi' the boss 
A minit Bub, wile I git out the frate ; 
I got sum chany hyar in this ol' crate 
Wot's valable.' And then he helped her down 
And brought me in that angel I Ah ! I own 
I could have hugged him, too I (Jim hadn't flown 
A bit too soon I) Do just come in and see 
The wondrous babe. She'll pass the night with me — 
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She would not leave me — calls me 'Mamma'. There I 
Just look at her ! and she's as good as fair ! 
Think what her mother must have been !" — "Well, dear, 
Jane says she looked like you. Hence, it is clear, 
She must have been a beauty ! 'Tis her dad 
Corinne resembles. He is not so bad 
In view of that. The child is passing fair, 
But Jane is fairer. Sis, ye simply are 
A beauty show !" — "Of which Janette is queen 
And you her humble suitor, sir, I ween!" 
Sis sang, half in a whisper. — "Now, don't tease ! 
I'm no one's ^bumble suitor', if you please ; 
Least of all, hers. If humbleness could win 
That woman's heart, it were not worth a pin — 
And it seems priceless I Sis, dear, I confess 
I might be her proud suitor — but I guess 
'Twill never come to that, for she's so nice. 
So daintily adjusted, that my vice 
Of jesting will repel her; in a week 
'Twill pall upon her as I'm wont to speak. 
I think I'll run away and take a turn 
Among the Quakers : haply I may learn. 
Their thee's and thou's to speak in stilted phrase. 
Thus break my habit and reform my ways 
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Of talking, thinking, feeling. By-the-by, 

Your baby had no supper, dear, so I 

Just milked a tumblerful from young 'Snow-flake'; 

Give her a sip of it if she awake 

And cry for 'sumpfin'. I'll be up at light 

And catch some trout for breakfast. Sweet, Good-night i'* 

Sis wrapt her arms about his neck and laid 

Her cheek to his, whispering : <<Don't be afraid 

Of Jane misprizing you. Her heart and mind 

Are proof against an error of that kind. 

Good-night, and happy dreams !" 

Jane, tho' fatigued, a long time wakeful lay 
Deliciously content. And when at day 
Bub quietly got up and stole away 
To catch the early worm and early trout, 
Again awake she heard him, and slipt out 
Of bed and at the window peeped about 
For a first glimpse of him by daylight. She 
Was gratified and satisfied, for he 
Was standing near where she could plainly see 
Him, all unseen, engaged in some affair 
Of his accoutrements. He wore the air 
All '^gentle Ikes" on such occasions wear, 
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About to tip -toe to the crystal lair 

Of Salmo Fontinalis, and a pair 

Of velvet knickerbockers, coat and vest 

To match, high shoes, long stockings and the rest 

Of the whole outfit — briefly, he was drest 

Comme il faut dans les rifflesy in the best 

For the occasion. Gentle womankind. 

However highly poised the native mind 

By nature's hand, by art howe'er refined, 

Hath eke a tender spot for furbelows. 

If Bub knew this fact. Heaven only knows ! 

At any rate, he sported stunning clothes ; 

Rich but not gaudy (as I said before 

And may, perhaps, repeat a few times more 

Along my rimers). There are togs galore 

That differentiate the gentle man 

From all the ultra fashionable clan 

Of dandy Jims and dudes, and on this plan, 

Strictly in fashion too, were his designed. 

Jane, from her coign of vantage at the blind. 

Surveying him, was also of this mind, 

Tho' passively. It was the handsome face. 

The manly form and strength and native grace 

That crowded in her heart and swelled the lace 
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Upon her glowing bosom. These it was 

That held her spell-bound through the potent laws 

Of sex affinity ; but ah ! a spook 

Was there before them, grinning from a nook, 

Deep in its inmost depths — a spook of doubt 

That all the said laws could not hustle out. 

When he had gone, she slipt back to her nest 
And lay reflecting deeply : Was it best 
To wear her heart upon her sleeve, as sh^ 
Was ever wont to do, with him ? Was he 
Merely a splendid trifler ; clever wit. 
Pursuing life to make a jest of it, 
A bait for admiration and applause 
To feed a gnawing vanity ? Or was 
His mind so high, the way to it so steep, 
His heart so warm and tender and so deep 
That all his fun was but a prickly wall 
Set up by nature in restraint of all 
Foolhardy men from risking one's ascent. 
Frail hearted women from the other's vent ? 
If outward parts were indices of mind, 
If actions marked it vulgar or refined, 
If play of countenance and tone of voice 
Were trusty helps to guide a maiden's choice ; 
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Ify finally, the play of thought — expressed 
By tongue and pen — supported all the best 
Of parts, of actions, plays of countenance, 
And vocal timbre, with extravagance 
Of subtle strength, what more could she desire 
To feed the flame of love's celestial fire ? 
What more, indeed I And yet, and yet a dim 
Trace of distrust, a lurking doubt of him — 
Of his sincerity, his point of view. 
His mental bias, balance — stronger grew. 
As she reflected on each slight event 
Making the sum of average content 
Within her bosom, which her puzzled sconce 
Accepted with misgivings for the nonce. 
And, hearing Sis up talking with Corinne, 
She rose and gently rapt : ''May I come in ? " — 
"Of course, you may ! Did we disturb you ? " — "No, 
I've been awake some time, and I've been — Oh ! 
So naughty, too I what will you think of me \ 
You know Bub's gone a fishing ? Well, dear, he 
Joined up his rod, put on his reel and tied 
His leader and his flies on, just outside. 
Beneath my window. I was wide awake 
And heard him fixing things, and longed to take 
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A peep at him. I know, of course, 'twas wrong. 

But — oh dear I — the temptation was so strong, 

I just slipt out of bed and took a peep 

And saw the handsome fellow oceans deep 

In the intricacies of rod and reel, 

Lines, leaders, flies impaled on hooks of steel 

Superlatively fine. I know a bit 

About the art and hope to practise it 

With you and him. Oh I wouldn't it be fun 

To interview him and the rising sun, 

In all their pride and glory at the stream, 

Bub with his rod and Sol his golden beam 

Playing upon the waters I" With a smile, 

Of thought ineffable. Sis stood awhile 

Regarding the sweet girl, then fondly threw 

Her arms around her : "Darling, if Bub knew 

Of this, your skill in angling, you should be 

With him this moment. You, of course, shall see 

Him on the stream at sunrise ; we will go 

And lie in wait at a fine pool below 

The apple orchard. He starts in above 

And fishes down to there — but we must move ! 

Have you some heavy boots ?" — "Oh, yes indeed I 

And high ones, too. I've everything I need 
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To run about in — nice short skirts and <<sich" — 
But there ! my trunk ! — I haven't got a stitch, 
Beyond my satchels ! Oh, what shall I do ! — 
Jim left it at the station — boo, hoo I hoo ! " 
^<Your trunk is here, Jane. I will have it sent 
To you at once. Ah ! you were so intent 
On other things — in courting my old beau ; 
Ay, Miss, I saw it all ! — you did not know 
What else was taking place." Sis rang the bell 
And bade Tom bring the trunk — and all was well. 

The Dame appeared. <<My children, go to bed. 
Or dress yourselves at once," she firmly said, 
"The sun's not up ; it's chilly." — "Mother, we 
Shall dress. We're going to the stream to see 
Bub catch a trout for breakfast," Sis replied, 
And, gently drawing Dame to the bedside, 
Made her acquainted with Corinne, who, wide- 
Awake, lay still, observing. "Cory, here 
Is Mammals Mamma ; give her a kiss, dear, 
And a good hug, and wont you love her too 
And call her 'Gran'ma', darling ? She loves you 
Almost as much as Mamma does !" The child 
Suffered the kiss, gave the embrace, but smiled 
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Soul duplicates to Sis, while the good Dame 
With soft advances played a tactful game 
For her affections, — <<Guess I'll love you some, 
Like Gran'pa and my Aunty, but I come 
To find my Mamma what was lost. I got 
Her found now, an' I love her such a lot, 
I can't love nobody else much, anyhow ; 
'Cept only Mamma i I must love her now !" 
And, turning from the Dame, she sprang to Sis 
With such intensity of hug and kiss 
As nearly smothered her. ''There, that's the way 
I got to love my Mamma eyery day!" 

Meantime the girls had drest, or nearly so. 

Jane was quite ready, rigged from top to toe 

In a gay outing-suit : boots, dress and hat. 

All in warm russet shades, so blending that 

Those **high ones" reaching to the <<nice short skirt" 

Seemed not too high, nor she too short begirt 

For grace and comfort ; Sis, in silver green. 

Was just aa perfect. Soon the twain were seen, 

Toutes ravissanteSf by Sol, whose summer sheen 

Had juat been spread along the path they trod. 

Absorbing dews and warming the sweet sod; 
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He caught and held them both embraced until, 
Beneath the cliff, they hid and waited, still. 
For Bub's appearance at the pool. *<Sit here,'* 
Sis whispered softly, *^he will get quite near 
Before he sees us. We shall see his flies 
As he comes casting down, and any rise 
That he may get out there, and watch the play — 
Cheer, if he saves ; hiss, if it gets away. 
Isn't it cosy here ?"— "Oh, 'tis a dream I" 
Jane tensely said. <<I want to cry or scream 
With happiness i I'm in a heavenly mood — 
'Tis paradise up here, you're all so good — 
So kind, — so gentle^ jolly — everything 
That's lovable I Sis darling, I must sing 
A little hymn of gratitude and joy 
That I have found you. Bless that clever boy 
Who made it possible ; who helped Corinne 
To find the very sweetest Mamma in 
The wide, wide world ! No matter what befall, 
She's found her Mamma — bless you ! bless you all 1"^ 

When Sol was greeting them, Bub had, by chance. 
From a bold headland cast a fleeting glance 
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Across the valley, just as they emerged 

Below the orchard, and the hot blood surged 

So wildly thro' his heart he heard it beat. 

It fairly hurt him. **1 succumb, my sweet I 

Be merciful, be — I My I what a distress I 

I'll go straight down ; I've fish enough, I guess ; 

I'll finish at the cliff-pool.— Well, well, I— 

Am just a goner I I am like to die 

If this goes on ! I've got to win her soon — 

In self defence 1 Yes, 'by the great horn-spoon ! ' 

The stoutest heart would soon collapse with this 

Most bloody riot I — I'll confess to Sis. 

She'll help me somehow — she's so thoughtful, wise, 

Good and so beautiful 1 She is a prize 

For any fellow in the world ! — and Jane ? 

She is another ! — Murder ! what a pain ! 

I'm simply scorching; I must stop and cool 

My ardor with distraction. — Here's the pool; 

I'll try a cast or two. Ah, ha ! a rise ! — 

Fine girl i Good girl i — I mean : Fine fish ! Good size ! 

A beauty I — Jane's a beauty, and her soul 

Has fired mine until I've no control ! — 

A second rise! and — missed 1 It's the same fish— 

There's only one Jane trout ; I know her swish — 



zia 



J^ 





>ii^ hr 



.1 




" Here's the pool; 



I'll try a cast or two." 



It's quite peculiar — even a Sis trout 

Don't swish like — Ah ! Now, Janey, you look out ! 

I'll take you next time. What ? Again i well, by — 

No, I wont swear at you, dear. No, I'll try 

A change of rig. I guess this thing's too gay, 

It only moves you, Jane, to frisk and play 

And make things pleasant for nice folks — but you 

Will only risk your life for something true ; 

Well, here's your color, dear, and mine — true blue i 

There, Missy, I have hooked you i Now, we'll see 
Whose Jane you are. My beauty i Come to me — 
There, that's the way — right in my little net; 
Oh, don't be frightened — I wont harm you, pet I 
I'll put you in the live-boat and transport 
You to the spring, where I can pay my court 
From day to day ; so — there you are i That boat 
Was mighty handy — glad it was afloat 
Just at this spot." — He turned; there at his side 
Sat Sis and Jane against the cliff, and eyed 
Him imperturbably. The girls had heard 
Him talking to the trout, his every word. 
As he had neared the pool, they made out the 
Subject and drift of his soliloquy. 

"3 



Jane looked at Sis and, blushing, turned to say 
'<Good-moming" to him ; but Sis whispered : — **Nay ! 
Bub is a gentleman and will not speak 
A word amiss." She gently drew Jane's cheek 
Upon her shoulder. Presently Jane raised 
Her face all pale and tearful, and so gazed 
Upon the play before her, till Bub turned 
And saw her ; then again a deep blush burned 
On face and neck. Poor Bubbie gasped for breath — 
He tried to speak but failed. As pale as death, 
He turned back to the live-boat and took out 
The speckled beauty. <<What are you about ! 
Bub Smith I" Jane screamed. — *'Jane, shall I let her go?" 
*«Not if you love her truly, Bub ! No ! ! No ! ! ! 
Put her back into the live-boat, quick I Tell me 
How much you love her ! — never set her free ! " 
Bub trembled visibly. He dropped the trout — 
Haply, into the boat, instead of out — 
And staggered back to Jane, so overcome 
With joyful agony, his lips were dumb. 
'Twas pitiful to see him so unmanned — 
To any one but her — he took her hand 
And pressed it to his lips, his heart — and then 
He found his voice : — "God — bless — that — fish ! — Amen !" 
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He took her to his heart, convulsed with bliss, 

And pressed upon her lips love's first fond kiss, 

And then began the fiin — for ne'er before 

Were two such rogues, such lovers. — **More, Bub, more ! 

I am entitled at my first love feast 

To half-a-dozen dozen at the least I 

My heart's aflame ! Just hear it seethe and hiss ! 

A thousand kisses, sir, were not amiss i " — 

<<No ma'am ! They'd make you sick and spoil your taste; 
Too much of a good thing Jane, is simply waste ! " — 

^<Ah, quite restored," she sighed. <<Yes, simple Jane, 
Restored to life ! 'Richard's himself again I ' 
But jests aside, my Jane, you simply are 
Too sweet for anything ; too good, too fair 
For anybody — but myself ; because 
Of my acquaintance with a few old laws 
Inscrutable to other fellows who. 
Without restraint, would simply fondle you 
To death, at once. Your kisses are divine ! 
We must not squander them ; but, as for mine — 
Why — that's another matter. Here's one, two, 
Three, four, five, six — dear, I thus lend to you 
At one per-cent (the Jew's rate) for a day — 
That's two for one. The discount you must pay 
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Up in advance, of course, so let us fix 

That first — Ah ! — good ! and you still owe me six 

To-morrow morning at — steen minutes to 

Eight o' the clock. Each minute overdue 

Doubles the debt ! And now security 

Is next in order. You must render me 

Something of value, to secure the debt. 

Old Jim, you know, might come to-night and get 

The whole deposit ! " Wistfully the while 

She had gazed in his face ; now a gay smile 

Lrit up her own and, standing on tip-toe. 

She paid her debt and said : <<I will not owe 

A — usurer, who grudges dear old Jim 

Some crumbs of comfort I Ah, I shall feed him 

On lots of them I And now. Sir, go and bring 

A pail and take your Jane-trout to the spring, 

According to your promise. If she live 

And thrive upon your usury, and give 

You her full confidence, and from your hand 

Accept a worm, why — I shall understand 

It as a mystic omen that I may 

Accept your hand and give you mine some day. 

Meantime, you are forbidden the light role 

You hitherto have played, in which you stole 
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So wickedly upon me, and surprised 
And captured nearly everything I prized. 
In it you bribed the servants of my mind — 
My fancies, tastes and pride, and all inclined 
To your advantage : thence, advancing, twined 
Your graces 'round my heart till it, aflame 
With love's delicious fires, helps you claim 
Possession of my person ! Oh, for shame ! 
You must suppress it. Sir ; must try your skill 
At nobler ways of wooing me. I will 
Not yield to one ..." Bub paled. His heart was still ; 
His speech inhibited. He stammered : — <<Jane !" 
It was enough. The love — joy — fear and pain 
Contorted in his face were all too plain 
To leave a doubt. She drew his curly head 
Down to her cheek and, murmuring fondly, said : — 
"Darling ! I love you ! love you ! Come." She led 
Him, half embraced, to Sis and, kneeling down 
Before her, raised her eyes — soft, limpid brown — 
Beseechingly. Sis summoned a mock frown 
And waited the appeal. <<You told me dear. 
In the first glance last night of welcome here. 
And he in his first greeting, too, that I 
Might fall in love with him, and that is why 
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I've gone and done it. Oh, don't frown on me i 
I could not help it, Sweet ! Just think how he 
Has managed it ; and I may charge you, too, 
"With helping him. When he began to woo 
That precious trout, you would not let me speak 
And warn him of his danger. I was weak — 
I didn't want to, tho' my self-respect 
Told me I ought to. Sis, did you suspect 
What he would say to her — that she and I 
Might both at once be taken on that fly ? 
I half suspect you — you, so wondrous fair — 
An arch conspirator ! But grant my prayer. 
Give him to me, and I'll forgive the snare." 
Sis helped her up and pillowed the brown head 
Upon her bosom. <<Jane", she archly said, 
'<I'm no conspirator. I saw what you 
Had in your heart for him, and well I knew 
His sufferings. He lost his heart outright 
The moment that he saw you. He was quite 
Beside himself at supper. I could tell 
What that betokened, knowing him so well ; 
He is a perfect bore where he is fond, 
A plague to me, dear, cutting up beyond 
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All reason and. . ." — "Hush, Sis," he blurted : "You 

Are just as bad or worse ; you far outdo 

My talents that way. You're a genius there ; 

The man you love will perish hide and hair, 

Within a month I I pity the poor wight 

V^hom even Morpheus will not give respite 

From your fond vagaries. There's but one man 

Besides myself, in all the world, who can 

Hold you an argument, and in due time 

I shall produce him ! Oh, 'twill be sublime 

When four of us get chaffing ; for Jane, too, 

Gives evidence of being a fond shrew 

Of no mean talent. But 'tis time, my dears, 

^We go to breakfast. Mother will have fears 

V^e've all committed something, and in tears 

V^ill drown herself and spoil a pretty plot 

I've just conceived — for her, a happy lot. 

It is most strange. A bright presentiment 

Of happy days across my mind hath sent 

A two-fold shadow from a scene that looms 

Above Time's near horizon ! Two bridegrooms — 

Ay ! three divide the shadows, and beside 

Each is the beaming halo of a bride ! 
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It is a mystic vision which I see, 
Beyond your feeble kens, but plain to me 
As revelation ! So, let us depart 
For home and Mother, and, before we start, 
Each give me an embrace to brace my heart 
For future visions ! Sister Sis, I know, 
Will add a kiss for promise of that beau. 
He gently drew both in his arms, and eke 
With each contented him upon the cheek 
In chastest brother fashion. Jane demurred. 
And slipped into his arms alone, and purred 
And snuggled up to him and fondled — oh I 
So prettily, so daintily, and so — 
So lovefuUy ! She blushed and let him go. 
And motioned him away« "We'll follow you 
A little later." Bub took his bamboo — 

«Nay, leave the rod I I'll catch a mate for Jane- 
Oh I I'll not hurt it. I am rather vain 
Of my proficiency in angling. Bub ! " — 

**Yes, Jane, just now you landed a big chub 
In perfect style." — **Fie ! sir, I blush for you ! 
It was no skill of mine. ^Vhat could I do ? 
He jumped into my lap ! He was so tame ! 
I think he is a trout, though ; just the same I 
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A chub, indeed ! A handsome trout, I say I 
A rare variety which some fine day 
May flourish here more. . .Go! go! naughty man!" 
And, blushing to her neck, she turned and ran 
Away from him to Sis and hid her face : 
''Send him away ! Oh ! Oh I what a disgrace 
To make me say such things i Send him away i 
I dare not look at him. I'm in dismay ! 
You must protect me, Sis ! I'm hypnotized. 
Bub's a magician. 'Tis his will disguised 
In acts and words of mine, dear, that you see, 
And not my own. You must not censure me 
For his strange doings in my mind and heart. 
They are his puppets and play any part 
His wanton will commands them, good or bad. 
I can't resist him. Ah ! that naughty ad 
Began the mischief — set my brain awhirl, 
My heart aflame ! Sis, I was a nice girl 
Up to that moment. Tho' but seventeen. 
Pa thought me fit — so studious I'd been — 
For his assistant on the magazine. 
The Blank-blank Monthly. I had lived in books, 
With private tutors, till the inmost nooks 
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Of the great master-minds I snuggled in, 
As cosily as in your arms, to win 
Their precious treasures. Pa taught us to think ^ 
Harold and me, and wisely bade us drink 
At every fount of life, n^importe laqaelle — 
In his strong words : 'that play twixt heaven and hell'- 
But Pa stood by and cared that we should not 
Be ruined in extremes, till we had got 
A sip of many, and had formed a taste 
On a wide range of knowledge-tipple based. 
Papa's a scholar ; yet I've heard him say : 
'Most learning's junk i and mostly junk-shops they 
Who graduate at college.' Harold had 
A course at Harvard, but Papa forbad 
Me schools of any sort ; taught me himself 
Since, when upon his knee a little elf, 
I learned my letters. Pa's a gentle man, 
Tho* big and strong, and on the gentlest plan 
Harold and I were bred ; and so, dear Sis, 
If in my conduct here aught seem amiss 
To your chaste maiden mind — with heart asleep, 
Dreaming light dreams — know that my heart is deep 
In blissful dreams of love ! Oh, I have dipped 
My lips in Nature's sweetest fount and sipped 
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The nectar of first love, until, beyond 

Restraint of maiden pride, I'm drunken fond I 

Help me to hide it, Sis. Send Bub away 

On some pretext — a month, a week, a day — 

Till I regain. . .no, not yet i not until 

To-mor . . . No, let him stay ! I'll try — I will 

Restrain my heart toward him." Sis was mute. 

Her own heart left her nothing to dispute 

In all Jane said and did. She could but hold 

Her innocent ; and hand in hand they strolled 

Slowly toward the house. A May-mom breeze 

Wafted them incense from the great pine trees, 

Sighing and nodding greetings in the grove. 

Bub had the trout all ready for the stove 

When they were at the gate. — *• I'm hungry. Bub ! '* 

Sis called to him. — <<A11 right i we'll have the grub 

Upon the table in a jiSy. I 

Have only now my *pretty Jane* to fry ..." 

A shriek — and Jane sank fainting. '<Sis 1 the spring I 

See — see — if— she . . . " — *«0h Jane ! the horrid thing 

Is only fooling I " cried Sis. "What a shock ! — 

I nearly fainted, too." She loosed Jane's frock 

About her neck and waist. — "Bub, go away ! 

And hide your wickedness somewhere ! and stay 
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A month 1 You monster 1 1 She is coming to — 
Leave us 1 — She'd faint again at sight of you i " 
The Dame, accustomed to the twins, had paid 
But slight attention, from the door she said : 

^*What is it Bub ? "— "Oh, just a little fun. 
I shocked the girls a bit; no harm is done. 
Our guest near fainted, tho' — dress rather tight ; 
They've gone upstairs ; they'll soon be down all right. 
Don't cook the fish yet. I'm afraid Miss Grimes 
Wont care for trout this morning. There are times 
In the afifairs of women when a chub 
Will suit them better.*' — "Why, what nonsense, Bub I 
Compared to trout, you know, chub's a poor dish." 

"Well, Miss Grimes has a fancy for that fish ; 
She landed one this morning, she and Sis — 
It took them both — and me too : Mother, this 
Is no * fish story '. Thinking him a trout. 
She hugged and kissed and danced with him about 
Like one possessed — of something precious. I — 
Sh- 1 here they come i I've other fish to fry 
Out in the kitchen. Mother, not a hint 
Of what I've said just now — not for the mint i 
Let Sis talk, Mother dear, my life's at stake 1 
Your life I and Sis's I All our hearts will break 
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If you say 'chub'. — Beware ! " Sis, with Corinne 

Claspt tightly in her arms, came bustling in 

The dining-room. Dame rose to meet the twain 

And, without knowing why, enfolded Jane 

Within her arms and stroked her silken hair, 

Kissed her fair brow and, giving her a chair. 

The place of honor, said : "The morning air 

Has done you good, my child i One lump, or two ? — 

Bub made this coffee. Cream, of course ? — AVell, you 

Shall help yourself; you know how much will do. 

Tastes vary much on that point, as, indeed. 

Upon all others. Few are quite agreed 

On anything, not even on a creed. 

Bess, serve the rolls and honey, please, and pray 

Give the new chef our compliments, and say 

V^e're ready for the trout now, right away. 

Bub brought a live trout up. He told Corinne 

It was his sweetheart and, if he could win 

Her to feed from his hand, she would turn in — 

Into a fairy like herself and be 

His 'little wifee'. Heaven knows what he 

V^as thinking of ! It often puzzles me 

To understand him." — "Yes, an' Auntie dear," 

Chimed in Corinne, "he whispered in her ear. 
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An' called her you ! an' kissed her on the nose ! 
She liked it — my I she wiggled all her toes 
At him I " — This was the last straw. Jane arose 
And fled the room screaming with laughter, past 
Bub, who, just entering, had caught the last 
Of Cory's funny talk. Sis followed fast 
And found Jane gasping on the stairs. "Oh I — my !- 
Wasn't it funny ! Oh ! — Oh !— I shall die ! 
Oh ! sit down here and help me laugh and cry ! ** 
Corinne had followed too. Jane caught her up 
And hugged her frantically — till a hiccup 
Set in that choked her. Sis gave her a sup 
Of something that relieved her soon, and then 
Said : <<Come, we'll beard the lion in his den I" 
"Say, rather," chorussed Jane, "the king of men 
Upon his throne — my heart ! Yes, let us go. 
I haven't seen him for an age ! I'm so. 
So hungry .... for a sight of my sweet beau ! " 
Bub rose to meet them, seated them, and served 
The trout without a comment. He observed 
That Jane ate gingerly.— "Folks at the Hub," 
He drawled at length, "I learn, are fond of chub !" 
Jane never flinched, but said : "Why yes, they are. 
And I9 especially. My bill of fare 
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Should never be without it, if I could 

Procure it readily ; indeed, I would 

Be able to subsist on it." — Bub smiled 

And looked unutterable things. — <<My child," 

Dame interposed, <*you'd find it a poor dish ! " 

Jane's eyelids drooped : ** I'm sure. Ma'am, I could wish 

For nothing else save — bread and butter and 

Good coffee. Mr. Smith, I understand 

You made this coffee? — <<Yes, Miss Grimes, I may 

Confirm that rumor. What have you to say 

To the decoction I "— "Oh, it's heavenly ! I 

Beg you will teach mc how it's done." — ** I'll try 

To let you in the secret — how to brew 

A cup of coffee's known to very few — 

But strictly on condition that you keep 

The secret moving, till all Hubton reap 

The blessing which a knowledge of the art 

Of making decent coffee would impart : 

And on condition further, that you fee 

Me in advance, by gently coaching me 

In all the pretty, dainty, killin' ways 

Of serving chub i It must be quite a maze 

Of subtleties I The rubrics of the art 

You, from the Hubton cook-book have by heart, 
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If not by practice. Given the receipt, 

My culinary genius will compete 

With any one, in putting up that fish 

To suit your taste in any style of dish 

That fancy wills or reason dictates, and, 

As in my practice you shall bear a hand 

And so become expert, you may assist 

Me with the trimmings." — Jane could not resist 

This opportunity to try her skill 

In ** sassin " back at him and said : <<Tho' still 

You play the usurer with me, I will 

Accept your terms ! but on condition, too, 

That Mrs. Smith be told at once < where you' — 

In all this funny talk — 'are at', sir ! She 

Is mystified and troubled by what we 

Are saying now, and 'tis unkind, unfair 

To leave her longer darkling ; so declare 

Your villany at once ! When all is known. 

If she forgive you and my fault condone. 

And still adjudge me competent and fit 

To teach you anything, and will permit, 

I'll undertake it."— '^Spoken like a book ! " 

He interrupted : ''Mother, do not look 
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So serious I We had a little fun 

Down at the pool. My skill in angling won 

Jane's simple little heart I I had last night 

Fallen in love with her. 'Twas love at sight 

Mother, you know, like what you told us Dad 

And you felt for each other. Well, I had — 

Mother, you're blushing ! — walked down to the pool 

Raving of Jane aloud, and in the cool, 

Deep shadow of the cliff had cast my flies 

Midway the stream, and got a pretty rise. 

Lovelorn, I fancied that the trout was Jane, 

Whom I must catch, or all my hopes were vain. 

My life was * set upon a cast and I ', 

Like Dick, must < stand the hazard of — a fly I 

She'd rise, but would not strike, till I grew cross, 

Scared, superstitious — her loss meant Jane's loss t 

I did not swear though, not a little bit — 

Jane was concerned, I couldn't think of it — 

But talked to her my prettiest. <Shy girl ! 

Just like my Jane, you rise and swish and whirl 

For my amusement, but will not take hold ; 

And yet that fly is gilded with fine gold I ' 

I then bethought me of a certain glint 

Of color in Jane's eye, a blueish tint 

They took on in a sentimental squint 
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At me last night — and in a jiff I played 

A big true-blue above the small mermaid. 

She took it in a flash and then I knew 

My flies had been too gay; I gently drew 

The beauty to my heart — I mean my net, 

And quickly took her in out of the wet 

And put her in the live-boat, promising 

To take her up and put her in the spring. 

And pay my court. And then I turned and — lo ! 

Tbe girls sat there — hgd heard it all ! — Sis, go, 

Take Mother with you and tell her the rest ; 

You saw it all and can depicture best 

The Idyl of the Anglers — Jane and Bub ! 

The little romance of the ' trout ' and ' chub ' . 

Handle me very gently, Sis ; when through 

You'll find us here. No ; stop. Sis ! — that wont do ! 

Mother, embrace your triplet ! I have won 

This angel for my wife ! — embrace your son ! 

Embrace us both — us all — here Sis ! Corinne I — 

Embrace this opportunity — crowd in 

And share her blessing with us ! She can hold 

You with my help — come, come into the fold I 

Your blessing, Mother I Ask no questions rude — 
'Was ever woman in such hurry wooed ? 



130 



V 

\ 



Was ever woman in such hurry won ? ' 

Trust the unerring genius of a son 

Of John and 'Cretia Smith I What's more, a twin 

Of Sis Smith ! and what's most, this genius in — 

Comparable, in-fallible, in — sane 

For perfect love, that I have found in — Jane ! 

There was no hurry. I know 'old Grimes well. 

Her only brother. Oft I've heard him tell 

Of her rare qualities of mind and heart, 

Her studious habits, love of books, of art. 

Music and painting, until a desire 

Was kindled in my heart, a smoldering fire 

Of purest love, that, when she spoke her name. 

Out there last night, at once burst into flame 

So dazzling bright it made the moon look sick ! 

Didn't it. Sis ? Come, come dear, speak up quick I 

We want that blessing." — "Ah ! my darling boy. 

You have my blessing ! 'Twas excess of joy 

That held me silent I ' ' cried the happy Dame, 

Enfolding Jane. — "Sweet girl I I'm proud to claim 

You for my daughter I Harold told me, too, 

When he was here one summer, much of you. 

He never wearied of that theme, nor we 

Of his fond narrative. There could not be 
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A better story-teller, it did seem, 

Nor, as we know, a rarer, richer theme. 

Oft, in conclusion, he would smile and say 

Aside to Bub : 'Jane is in every way, 

In learning, wisdom, beauty, everything, 

A prodigy I ' This prompted Bub to sing 

His sister's praises. They spent half their time 

In talking and in writing prose and rime 

About you girls, each striving to outdo 

The other in his praises and pooh-pooh 

The other's efforts." — ^'Yes, and, Mother dear, 

Harold sang Bub to me for many a year 

In brave heroics I chasing praise with blame 

So hotly that the action struck a flame 

Of protest in my mind, and in my heart 

A tender sympathy for Bub. Hal's part 

Seemed so perfidious. At last, I rose 

In arms against him and struck doughty blows 

In Bub's defense ; and often in the act 

Forced him to reconsider and retract 

Reflections on Bub's conduct. Then he veered 

■ 

Upon the other tack and closely steered 
In the wind's eye, ready at once to haul 
On either tack at prospect of a ' squall ' 
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Upon my part ; still censure led, but praise 

^Vas 'footing fast' ; then both were * in a haze ' ; 

Then blame * fell off.' First Bub was that, then this, 

That ' best of men ', this 'vile antithesis' ; 

Now nobleness his naughtiness so screened 

The angel in him glorified the fiend. 

At length, my interest had grown so great 

In Bub, Hal cautioned me — but all too late. 

The psychic law that makes the heart desire 

The thing forbidden and the mind conspire 

For its possession, Harold strongly brought 

To bear upon my heart, ere reason taught 

Me to resist it." — ''Reason is a goose 

In matters of this kind," cried Bub. "A truce 

To further explanation ; it's no use ! 

We were made for each other ! and at sight 

Our genius recognized it. We^ re all right! 

I'll write 'old Grimes about it ; wont he grin 

To hear how easily he took me in ? 

But guess I'm even; dont mind if I do 

Confess I did a bit of schemin' too I 

I wrote that ad exactly in the vein 

To catch your eye, my pretty, pretty Jane I 
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I knew you perfectly. In Harold's eyes, 
And he's a judge, you were both good and wise, 
Leamd, witty and a beauty, — all, indeed, 
A thrifty farmer could desire or need 
In a companion and a wife ; and so, 
When Summer-boarder mad. Sis bade me go 
Down to the city and entrap a few 
'Nice, pleasant people,' I opined that you 
Would be as nice and pleasant as could be — 
And so I wrote you to come up and we 
Would make a match of it. The which, sweet chuck. 
You promptly did ! The simple call it ' luck ; ' 
But it was genius, Jane ! — Come, life is short, 
Though time is long. We must begin to court 
And get engaged to-day, to-morrow wed 
And start the honeymoon I Come ! " — And he led 
Jane out toward • Big Piney ! * — "Cory, too, 
Shall come ! " cried Jane. "Sweetheart, we must have you 
To tell the folks how we behave ! " — She went ; 
But not till Mamma Sis gave her consent 
And rather urged her with a mild command : 
"Yes, darling, go along; a guiding hand 
Is necessary now, for love is blind I 
They'll need you dear, to lead and help them find 
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Their way about in there— or anywhere, 

For that matter. They are the blindest pair 

Imaginable I I'll unlatch the gate 

And let you out, dears." — *«Ah, sweet sister, wait," 

Laughed Bub, ^'till thy turn cometh ! — an' it will 

Now, pretty soon ; I'll match that little frill 

For thy amusement, as to please me thou 

Exertest thy small brain. I'll teach thee how 

To jest at turtles ! gentle folks in love I 

And let me tell thee now, we are above 

Such paltry passion as hath consequence 

Of fear and folly and all blind nonsense I 

I tell thee, damsel, we are now first free 

To look about us — we but now first see ! 

First hear, touch, taste and smell I The blessedness 

Of life's sweet possibilities we guess 

No longer I Now we know 1 Things real seem. 

And not ' the baseless fabric of a dream ' 

As they appear to thee." — But Sis had fled. — 

Corinne by either hand the ''turtles" led 

Out to the pines. I said they formed a wedge 

That pointed in the valley, in its edge 

The tallest trees. Here Bub had cleared away 

The underbrush and put rough seats. Here they, 
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Sat down, in full view of the house. The sun 
Wove through the boughs a yellow fringe upon 
The border of their rug of needles sere. 
The wildings of the meadow crowded near 
Beyond the fringe, with beaming eyes to stare 
At this sweet bud and flower with Bub there 
Beneath the trees. **1 know it isn't Sis", 
Said one "tho* just as pretty". — "Ah, I wis ! 
It's Bub's best girl and baby-bud !"— "No, no !" 
Said a rude dandy — rats ! Why don't he * go 
For her ' if she's his honey ? Hug and kiss 
And coo, and goo and — here, I'll show you, Miss — 
Yum! yum! — Yum! yum! — My star-eyed honey-cup I 
I hang upon thy petals ! Let me sup 
My life av^ay at thy sweet chalice i Oh ! 
I faint ! I die ! — There, Miss, if he's her beau. 
That is the racket I"— "Oh, hush ! " said a third. 
They're talking and I cannot catch a word 
With all your fuss ! " — "Oh, fuss yourself! who cares 
What they are saying ? 'tisn't love affairs ! 
And nothing else is in it, girls, with me ! 
Love's all there is — all else is idiocy ! " 
"Hush, Dandy," cried a tuft of violets — 
«<We want to hear I " and as they were his pets 
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He hushed for them and, on his own account, 
Bent in the breeze and sipped at each sweet fount 
Among their petals. Efub, now all alone 

With his beloved, suddenly had grown 
Inept, embarrassed, silent. Lounging in 
A rustic chair, he prattled with Corinne 
A little while in an affected way 
That even she felt, and declined to play 
With him in such a mood. Mere babies know 
When we ring false ; and Cory was not slow 
To find him out and leave him. — << Auntie, dear, 
May I go back ? It's awHil lonesome here 
Without my Mamma, just 'cause be cant play ; 

An' you don't talk to me ; an* I can't stay!'' — 

<<Yes, yes, Corinne. Sir Knight, conduct her back; 
Tell Sis the reason was thy woful lack 
Of entertaining powers ; that thy heart, 
Sick with the plague of love, hath spoild thy art ^ 
Of pleasant speech and easy, winsome play 
Of mind and manners, till she turned away 
From thee to me, complaining, and that I, 
Deeply afflicted, too, am like to die 
Of it within the hour (past belief 
Are its fond ravages) without relief, 
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And, catching at the straw that *like cures like', 
That love cures love, my heart to thine would strike 
Upon the instant, but which cannot be 
^Vith Cory in between ; so I send thee 
Back with the little marplot." Bub obeyed 

^Vithout a word. — Jane, solus: ^'He's afraid 
Of me alone ! That most resourceful brain 
Is loth to abdicate; but heart must reign ! 
The heart is mine and interdicts all jest 
When quite alone with me; head doth protest 
At the restriction ; so, 'twixt head and heart 
A strife ensues in which words play no part : 
Thus is he silent. But both heart and head, 
Concurring in intent and hope to wed 
This 'pretty Jane', must needs a treaty make 
Between themselves, which either dare not break 
On pain of— death ! What shall the treaty be ? 
'Head — rule in public I Heart — alone with me ! ' 
Then come, dear heart, come quick ! A moment's wait 
Without thee stretches to an endless date I " 
She rose with arms extended as he came 
Across the open and, with joy aflame, 
Ran out to meet him, fell upon his neck 
And burst in tears : "Darling, I cannot check 
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. . , . Jane, solus: "He's afraid 
Of me aione !" 
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My heart toward you I It must overflow, 
Or burst with love I It seems an age ago 
That you were here beside me I Come, sit down 
And hold me in your arms. I'm still your own 
Dear, darling Jane I Thro' all the long years flown 
Since Ave two parted, I have loved but you ; 
I could love no one else, there are not two 
In all the wide, wide world • • • " — 'Jane, that will do 1 
Imagination is a dangerous thing 
If humored to excess. Pray fold her wing 
And let her have a rest, or she will bring 
You to the end of time 'ere one can say 
'Jack Robinson I ' I've not been gone a day. 
An hour, a half, ten minutes, five, three, nay. 
Not two full minutes have I been away ! 
And this brief lapse is strung out to an age I 
Imagination, in a loving rage. 
Had made it eons presently, I'll wage I 
But, seriously, my precious little friend 
Away from you a second hath no end 
For one Bub Smith. He therefore doth commend 
Your sweet exaggeration. It is plain. 
In view of this, a day between ye twain 
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Were an eternity of loving pain 

Wherein ye both should perish ; therefore, Jane» 

Ye must be wed at once— this very day ! 

To-morrow is a million years away — 

And death in every second I " — Jane's head lay 

Against his shoulder ; a delicious smile 

Dimpled her blushing cheek : <<You could beguile 

An angel, Bub, but you must wait awhile 

For a mere mortal." — ^'Yes, Jane, angels pair 

At sight in heaven — et commencent k faire 

U amour sans fagon. The celestials are 

A law unto themselves, the gods are free 

To merge their beings in love's harmony — 

And mortals may in ages yet to be. 

Alas I In this dim twilight of the race, 

Where few discern between grace and disgrace* 

It needs conventions to restrain the pace 

Of blind propensities, which else would run 

Amuck in life till all should be undone, 

And Earth a vicious blot against the Sun 

And perfect love — of Mother Earth to be 

Mature and pregnant of the Sun with free» 

Enlightened children — mortals never see 

Upon her bosom I 
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But Earth matures apace. The sum of wrong 
Grows less and less ; the vicious grow less strong 
In numbers and in wealth. The wise, ere long, 
Will turn the moral scale, and hold it true 
To Reason and her principles. How few 
Wise men and women dot the desert view 
Of History ! — oases, whence the sweet 
Fountains of love began to flow and meet 
Across the sands of life that scorch our feet 
As now we journey — and behold, how they 
Were more and more as History day by day 
Grew young and younger, till at last we may 
Not count them on our fingers ! Time was when 
There were not any ; then one, two, five, ten, 
Twenty, a hundred. Now a myriad men 
And women, hand in hand, enring the Earth 
With loving wisdom, and in joy give birth 
To other myriads worthy of their worth ! 
And we are of them, Jane, my precious mate ! 
We shall join hands and joyfally create. 
In wisdom loving, wisdom incarnate 
Amid that circle I Do not say me nay 
Too long my darling; speed the happy day ! 
My heart's impatience would not brook delay 
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Beyond — beyond — but it can tell you best . . . . 

He caught her in his arms and tensely pressed 

Her head against his heart and it confessed : 
''Beyond a minute I" 



*<You precious rogue J " she cried, "dont tease me so I 
Your heart's impatience all too well I know, 
And mine, alas ! would have you straightway go 
To Hubton town, and in due form demand 
Qf papa Grimes the honor of my hand 
In holy wedlock and the priest command. 
But the proprieties ! — Mother and Sis 
Must be consulted, 'ere we know the bliss 
In store for us ; and so • • • . give me a kiss 
And take me to the house. My head is numb. 
I'm overwrought, and I must needs succumb — 
From sheer exhaustion ; I would fain be dumb. 
Please, say no more. — I cannot, can-not think ! 
Lend me your arm ; I scarcely slept a wink 
Last night because of you. Ought I to shrink 
From telling you ? No, no, I have no fear 
Of your misprizing me, you are so clear 
In everything. My trust is perfect, dear ! " — 



14a 



And as they sauntered in, Bub mused aloud : — 
''Harold was right : 'Blessed the man and proud 
Whom Jane shall love'. — God make me fit I " He bowed 
His head unconsciously. Upon her hand 
A big tear splashed — and Jane could understand 
The strength of manhood that could be unmanned 
By a great joy. 
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TOIHEGEmLE READER. 



You now have read the outlines of a story 
Which,, if you like it, later I'll complete 

With myriad details fashioned, con amory, 
Of scene and prattle and adventure sweet. 

Where Hebe serves, and Cupid in his glory 
Inspires the summer hours, till they fleet 

On wings of happy laughter, song and love, 

To listening angels in the skies above. 



I've Sis yet on my hands, and she must <' go 

The way of all flesh" of her sweet complexion. 

Her course of true love soon begins to flow 
Rippling along, and in the right direction 

Thro' the Elysian fields. Bub's threatened beau 
Shall soon in earnest be her heart's selection. 

And Sis in love shall be narrated duly 

In the most dainty rimers, by — Yours truly. 
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